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P R 27 ACE 


TO THE 


=Y tal, — . a "oY 
red and thirty Years ſince, 
" wrote a Play, on this Sub- 
ec, and call'd it, The 00 of King 
Henry the F. ifth: Mine is a New 


Fabrick, yet I built on His Foun- 
dation ; and the Reader, I am afraid, 
will, too eaſily, diſcover, without the 
Help of a Compariſon, in what Places 
I am indebted to him, 


A3 The 


PRE FACE 
The Succeſs, which this Tragedy 
will meet with on the Stage, is a 
Matter of no Conſequence : If it were 
otherwiſe, I ſhou'd be ſorry, to have 
miſtaken, ſo unſeaſonably, the Taſte 
of the Faſhionable? There is a Kind 


of Dumb Drama ! a new and won- 


derful Diſcovery ! that places the Vit 

in the Heels ! and the Experience of 

Both our Theatres might have taught 

any Writer, but ſo dull a one as I 

am, that the Harlequins are Gen- 

tlemen, of better Intereſt than the 
Harrys. 


The Maſters of the Stage act like 
very diſcreet Judges; in falling in 
with a Humour, which they cou'd 
not have oppos'd but to their Diſad- 

vantage. What have They to do with 
Reaſon, to whom Folly is moſt pro- 

fitable ?—— To fail with Wind and 
Tide is ſafeſt, and moſt eaſy; Nor 


is 


PREFACE. 


is it any Part of their Buſineſs, to ſtem 
the Current of the Times; and be 
Viſe, with Empty Boxes. 


No French Tricks, however, in the 
Days of ny Hero, were able to ſtand 
before him: Fortune favour'd him, 
then, againſt incredible Odds !- and 
who knows, (if the Ladies will for- 


give me the Preſumption of com- 


paring Small Things with Great) but 
he may, now, become a Match, even 
for Eunuchs, and Merry-Andrews ! 


Yet, the Victory, at Azencourt, was 
an Action not more wonderful! And 
it is, I fear, become impoſlible, ſince 
I have, imprudently, neglected to liſt 
thoſe Squadrons of /;ght-arn'd Forces, 
which have ſo often won the Day, 
for Our Leaders, in modern Poetry. 


How poor a Thing is Fame, when 
fo wretchedly cabalP'd ſor ! It is hard 
_ — 


PREFACE. 


to diſtinguiſh, which is ſtrangeſt, and 
molt ridiculous; the Noiſe and Vio- 
lence of ſuch Applauſe, in its firſt 
breaking out; or the Suddenneſs, with 
which it flattens and leaves the Mon- 
ſters aground! like that ſtraggling 
Shoal of Whales, which the Sea has, 
lately, lifted into the Meadows of 


Hamborough. 


After all, I am ſanguine enough 
to hope, that a Taſte for Tragedy 
may be reſtor'd: —— Yet, who wou'd 
not deſpair of it, when it is deſerted 
by thoſe Great Spirits, whoſe paſt 
Actions muſt adorn it! —— When a 
Name may be read in the Liſt of 
Opera Directors, which will furniſh 
the Poets, of Ages, yet to come, with 
as wonderful a Character! and with 
Conqueſts gain'd as nobly, over the 
French and Spaniſh Arms, as any of 
the Edwards, or the Henrys, have left 
us, 


PREFACE. 
us, by the moſt glorious of their an- 
cient Victories ! 


But, in all Events, I will be Eaſy, 
who have no better Reaſon to with 


well to Poetry, than my Love for 2 5 


Miſtreſs, I ſhall never be married to: 
For, whenever I grow ambitious, 1 
ſhall wiſh to build higher; and owe 
my Memory to ſome Occaſion of more 
Importance, than my Writings. | 


| 7 3» | A. H I L Ls 
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Spoke by Mr. WILKS. 


F RO M Wis old Rains, Padeu'd o er with Bays, 
We draw ſome rich Remains of Shakeſpear's Praiſe. 
Shakeſpear ! the Sound bids hrs Attention wake : 
Arnd our ane d Scencs, with conſcious Red rence, Shake 
Arducus the Tash, to mix with Shakeſpear's Muſe ! 
Reoſb Game ! where All, wwho play, are ſure to loſe. 

774 what oxy Abies cou'd, he dar'd to try: 

Ard kept the fiery Pillar in his Eye. 

Led by ſuch Light, as wou'd not let him ſtray, 
He pick'd out Stars, from Shakeſpear's milky Way. 


Hid, in the Cloud of Batile, Shakeſpear's Care, 
Plind, with the Duſt of War, oerlook'd the Fair: 
Fend of their Fame, wwe ſhew their Influence, here, 
Aud place em, twinkling through War's ſmoky Sphere. 
Withort their Aid, aue Loſe Love's quick ning Charms; 
And ſulliu Virtue mopes, in ſteril Arms. 

Ncab, righth; miæ d, th entiven'd Paſſions move : 
Love ſoftens Mar, and War invig' rates Lowe. 


O57 cry 'd that teavꝰ ring Genius of the Stage, 

er. f , B's Henry charm 4 a form: er Age: 

* Oer Dae of Fire, our Cauſe to friend, 

„% That minh 't ſuvention's brighteſt Heaw'n aſcend! 
0: Thad, . fir a Stage. a Kingdom might be ſcen! | 

60 Prin ces, to act, 7 ac d avith their native Mien: 

« Hud M onarchs, to behold, the fexelling Scene ! 

on Zn, like Him elf, 26 2 1 <rerithe Harry riſe: 

& Au fr'd ith all his Fume, bare, in your Eyes“ 


«© Cronch'd, 


PROLOGUE. 


«© Crouch d. at his Heels, and, like fierce Hounds, leaſb' d in, 
% Savord, Fire, and Famine, with impatient Grin 

% Shou d, fawning dreadful ! but for Orders, ftay : 
« And, at his Nod,——ftart, horrible ! away. 


No barren Tale i amuſe, our Scene imparts : 

But points Example at jour kindling Hearts. 
Mark, in their Dauphin, to our King oppos' d, 
The diff rent Genius of the Realms diſclos d: 
There, the French Levity —wain, —boaſtful, — hud : 
Duancing, in Death, — gay, wanton, fierce, and proud. 

_ Here, with a filent Fire, a temper d Heat: 
Calmiy reſalv d, our Engliſh Boſoms beat. 


Art is too poor, to raiſe the Dead, "tis true: 
But Nature des it, by their North, in You! 
Your Blood, that auarm d their Veins, till flows, the ſame ; 
Still feeds your Valour, and ſupports their Fame. 


053 let it waſte no os. in Civil Farr : 
But flaw, for glorious Fame, in Foreign Way, 
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Ring HENRY the Fifth: 
3 
The Conqueſt of Frahce by 
tbe Engliſh. 


META —— 1 


ACT I. SCHEME 4 
The Engliſh Camp before Harfleur. 
A Chair of State. 
Enter Exeter, Vork, Cambridge, Scroop, Grey. 


© 8 & & 4 | 
eo, France, ſtand frm—— See ! where 
FO iS) Great Henry's Hand, 


R=4 With thundring Summons, ſhakes the 
| MI Sate of Harfeur, 

„And riing War dawns horrible upon 
Thee | 
Cam. Dreadfully footed on thy boaſt- 
ful Shore, 3 . 
We feel thy trembling Genius bend beneath Us, 
Scoop. Now all the Youth of England are on wy 
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And ſilken Dalliance ſleeps in duſty Wardrobes ; 
Now, thrive the Armourers ; and Honour's Flame 
Burns in the beating Breaſt of each rous'd Soldier. 
Gray. Even the Ruſtick, fir d by fierce Example, 
To buy the Horſe, now ſells the lighted Paſture. 
York. * _ Friends ! now ! now ! our England 
nes! 
Her ſhouting Cities their People forth, 
To aid their matchlcfs King, with wing'd Deſire : 
High in the Air fits wakeful Expectation 
And covers a drawn Sword with Crowns and Coronets, 
Promis'd to Henry, and his glorious Followers. 
Scroop. The French, alarm'd at our fo ſwift Invaſion, 
Shake, in their Fears ; and, with pale Policy, 
Seek to divert our threatning P es! 
Encourag' d, too, perhaps, by Succeſs, 
They hope to find ſome hollow Breaſt among Us: 
O England] Model to thy inward Greatneſs ! 
Thou little Body with a mighty Heart 
What might' ſt thou not attain, that Honour wiſhes, 
Were all thy Children kind, and natural 
Were all thy Subjects worthy their great King 
Gray. The Courſes of our glorious Maſter's Youth 
Promis'd not this | 
Cam. "he Joy that's leaſt expected bleſſes double. 
Exe. The Breath no ſooner leſt his Father's Body, 
But Wildneſs, mortify'd in Him, dy'd too; 
Sudden, and bright, in that one dazzling Moment, 
Conſideration, like an Angel, came, | 
And ftript th'oifending Darkneſs from his Soul; 
Never was ſuch a ſudden Scholar made; 
Never came Reformation in a Flood, 
With ſuch an heady Current, as in Him! 
York. Hear him but reaſon in Divinity, 
And, Al! admiring, with a raviſh'd Zeal, 
Ihe picus Audience with their King a Prelate ! 
Tf he unravel the thick Web of Policy, 
The wond' ring Stateſman ſpeaks His Praiſe in Bluſhes : 


JI 


If He but talk of War, the Liſt'ners hear 
A Battle's Terror, in the Charms of Mufict: ; , 
Oon 


N 
: 


The Congueſt of France. 2 
Soon as He ſpeaks, the hurried Air s calm 
And dumb Amazement dwells on Every Ear ' 
Exe. How wond'rous was the Progreſs of theſe 
Virtues ! _ 

Scroop. So grows the Strawberry beneath the N 
A EGG ee he 
Ne'ighbour'd by Fruit of baſer ity : 

Thus our wiſe King, obſcuring Contemplation 
Under the borrow'd Veil of youthful Wildneſs, 
Grew, like the Summer-Graſs, faſteſt by Night. 

Com. What Anſwer, think ye, will the King return 
To this French Embaſly ? the proffer'd Princeſs 
Wou'd hardly fail to ſtem the Tide of War, 

Wou'd they, with her, give up ſome Provinces ; 

But that vain Cavil of their Salic Law, 

He frown'd on, as 'twas urg d! 
Exe. He hears all gravely, 

And, now, retir'd, as is his conftant Cuſtom, 

In private, weighs their Words, and ſuits his An fwer : 

See, where he comes, and ſmiles with awful Goodneſs ! 
Omnes. Health to your Majeſty. 


Enter King Henry, and fits. 
K. Hen. Uncle of Exeter and faithful Tori 
And You, _ Scroop ! Cambridge, and Gray / try'd 
Friends ! 
In whom a King may ſafely lodge Dependence ! 
Concerning this new Plea, fo warmly urg'd 
By theſe Ambaſſadors ? we pray You, tell Us, 
Why that fond Salic Law, they have in France, 
Or ſhou'd, or ſhou'd not, bar our Right of Claim? 
Be careful how You wreſt, or bend, the Truth; 
Speak cautiouſly, and give us well-we:gh'd Counſel. 
Exe Clear is Your'! itle, a+ the Sun, dread Sovereign ! 
There is no ſeeming Spot to dim your Claim; 
For while they vainly plead th s Salic Law, 
To bar your Race from urging female Rizht, 
Unmindful, that their own three Kcyal Races, 
All, from the Female, drew th' imperial Sway, 
They hide them in a Net, to wrong Your Title. 
; | K. Hen. f 


1 
| 
: 
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K. Her. What ſays th' experienc'd Duke of York to 
this ? | 
York. A Truth ſo known can leave no Room for 
Doubt ; 
Fold not your bloody Enſigns, 8 ty Leader 
Look back on your moſt fam'd of famous Anceſtors, 


Who firm'd this envy d Claim, you now purſue ; 


And here, in N o' erthrew all France's Power! 
Whilſt his pleas'd Father, on a neighb ring Hill, 
Hemm'd with unbuſied 8 ns, looking on, 
Stood ſmiling, conſcious o the Worth, he gave. 

K. Hen. Call in the French Ambaſlador ; for, now 
We ſtand confirm'd yet more, - and, by Heaven's Help, 
And Yours, the noble Sinews of our Power, 

France being ours, we'll bend it to our Awe, 
Or break it into Pieces; 


Enter the Duke of Bourbon, and b French Officers. 
Not to anſwer 


The weak Objections, you have urg'd to-day, 
We wou' d be to hear that other Meſfage, 
From our Couſin Dauphin——He, ware 


Has ſent us rugged Greeting; pray ye 
Bour. Pleaſe it Vour Majeſty to give me | ky 


| Freely to render what he gave in Charge? 


Or ſhall I, ſparingly, fins wor. the of 


The Dauphin's Meaning, ſoften en'd o'er with Shading? 


K. Hen. We are no Tyrant, but a Chriſtian King, 
Our Paſſions are the Subjects of our Reaſon : 
Therefore with an uncurb'd, and vigorous Plainneſs, 
Speak out the Dauphin Meaning. 

Bourb. Thus then in brief; 

Your Majeſty, invading France, i in Claim 
2 certain Dukedoms, which you call your Right, 
ff i hp Predeceſſor, the Third Edward; 

to this Ho our Prince, the Dauphin, 
— that your Aim — too much of Vouth, 
And bids you be advis d: There's Nought in France, 
That with a nimble Galliard can be won; 
You cannot revel into Dukedoms, here 
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He therefore ſends ypu, ſuited to your Spirit, 

A Tun of Treaſure, and in lieu thereof, 

He begs you let the Dukedoms, that you claim, 
Hear no more of you -- This the Dauphin ſpeaks. 

K. Hen. What Treaſure, Uncle ? F 
Exe. Tennis-Balls, my Liege | 

K. Hen. We are glad the Dauphin is ſo pleaſant with 


us, 
And that he feels his Country's Woe ſo lightly: 
We'll furniſn fitter Balls ere long, than theſe, 
And, if he ſtands his Challenge, play a Sett, 
Shall ſtrike his Father's Crown into the Hazard: 
He with miitaken Inſult wrongs our Nature, 
Who, by our wild Days paſt, wou'd judge the Preſent : 
I have, tis true, in Exg/and, ſlept too long, 
And, with a Spendthrift's Raſhneſfs, waſted Fame; 
But tell the Dauphin, I will keep my State, 
Look like a King, and ſpread my Sails of Greatneſs, 
When I have rous'd me in my Throne of France. 
[ King riſes. 
Your pleaſant Prince will mourn this vain Reproach, 
When his proud Soul, charg'd with its riſing Vengeance, 
Shall anſwer to the Widows, and the Orphans, 
Whoſe Hu: bands, and whoſe Fathers, falling Towers 
Shall bury quick beneath their batter'd Ruins; 
So get ye hence in Peace Give em ſafe Conduct. 
[ Exit Duke of Bourbon. 
Now, gallant Friends! the Soul of England fmiles ; 
O! glorious York! Old as thou art, and drooping, 
Thy ſleepy Spirits, rous'd by our Country's Honour, 
Start into Force, and ſnatch at future Action. 


Enter an Officer from the Town attended by F rench 
Salai ers. 


Ofic. The Citizens of Harffeur, much diſtreſs d, 
Twixt Loyalty and Danger, greet your Majeſty. 

K. Hen. How yet reſolve they ? As I am a Soldier, 
A Name, that, in my Thoughts, becomes me beſt, 
If I am forc'd to finiſh but yon Battery, 
I'll bury your raſh City in her Aſhes ; 


The 
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The Gates of Mercy ſhall be ſhut againſt Ye, 
* the _ 4 . hard of Heart, 
n Liberty of blood range, 
With Conſcience wide as Hell: What is't to Me, 
If then blind War, when you yourſelves are Cauſe, 
Match his foul Actions to his fmear'd Complexion ! 
Tf your lov'd Infants ſhall be mow'd like Grafs, 
And your pure Virgins meet hot Violation ; 
What Rein can hold licentious Wickedneſs, 
When, down the Hill he drives his fierce Career ? 
Therefore, while yet the cool and * — Breeze 
* way 2 theſe * of 8 
e Pity of your Town, and ſpare your People. 

Oc. Their Epectation has this Day an End ; 
The Dauphin, whom for Succour they intreated, 
Returns em, that his Powers are not yet ready; 5 
Therefore, Great King! they yield to your hop'd Mercy ; 
Enter their Gates, diſpoſe of them and Theirs. [tion. 

K. Her. Stay, Scroop, and hold our Forces fit for Mo- 

| [Exeunt, wwith the French and Engliſh Soldiers, 

King Henry, Exeter, Yo 

Scr. My Lord of Cambridge, and Sir Thomas Gray 
It happens well, that we are thus together; 
Our Hope grows rich! The Dauphin ſcruples nothing: 
The Million of bright Gold, which we demanded, 

_ Whate'er we with, is Ours, ſo Henry dies. 

Cambr. My Letters ſpeak the ſame. 

Gray. And mine ; But tell me, EE | 
Think ye not this too much? This Death of Henry? 
There, Treaſon ſeems to wear too deep a Grain 

Cambr. I cou'd be better pleas'd, were that excus'd us. 
Why ſhou'd it not ſuffice, that our Intelligence, 
Securely blaſting all His fear d Deſigns, in 
Prevents the threatned Ill, and faves their Kingdom. 

Scr. In — wy Friends! theſe Doubts diſgrace our 
bh 
The Man, os ſes in the Paths of Treaſon, 
Halts on a Quickfand, the firſt Stop engulphs Him ! 


Why muſt I ſo oft your Wrongs by Henry ? [bridge ? 
Have you not Both been Sufferers? — You, Lord — 
s 
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Is W great Houſe de- 
And your juſt Claim robb'd of a Crown, your Due? 
What 1s a Cauſe, if this can fail to move you ? 
Sir Thomas Gray. — Why muſt I ſtill remind you, 
What vile Indignities this Hexry's Hate 
Has heap'd upon your Perſon ! —— He's my Friend! 
My Boſom-Partner ! Yet, like Roman Brutus, 
I ſacrifice his Love to Peace, and Liberty. 
Why look You pale then? and grow fick with Horror ? 
He, who betrays a Prince, He fears to kill, © 
Like ſome raſh Madman, holds a Lion's Tail, [ Him. 
While the check'd Beaſt turns back in e, and tears 

Cambr. More than the Thoughts of Death I hate 

This Henry. | 

J hate his Name, his Race, his Intereſt, Perſon ; 
To you, Lord Scroep, I lend a daring Will, 
Point out the Means, and lead me at your Pleaſure. 
Gray. I cannot love a Man, who loves not me ; - 
Thrice have I miſs'd a Suit, I ftoop'd to kneel for, 
And thrice ſeen Low- born Peaſant Clowns ſupplant me; 
Drudges in War! the brawny Works of Nature 
Sturdy-limb'd Ruffians, fam'd for Fiſt, and Football; 
Broad-ſhoulder'd Rogues, ftrong-built to carry Armour, 
The human Sumpter- Mules of haughty Harry / 
Fellows, whoſe Souls ſeem'd ſeated in their Stomachs ! 
The Curſe of Poverty involve my Fortune 
If I fo the Scorn, till I've reveng' d it. 

Scr. To Night, aſſembled in my Tent, we'll weigh 
The faireſt Means to reach the Point in View ; 
Meanwhile — a Secret This! — You Both remember 
The lovely Harriet, my dead Brother's Daughter ? 

Gray. Alas! poor Harriet ! ſhe, too, owes much to 

Henry ! 3 
The lawleſs Rover, ere his Father dy d. 
While the griev'd Nation rung with his Debauches, 
Sullied your hapleſs Niece's Virgin Innocence. 

Scr. But, tir'd, like ſome mean Proftitute, he left her; 
On poor Pretence, that, by his Father's Death, 
The Kingdom's Cares, reclining on his Breaſt, 


— ͤ ́4ßö— 


— — >} OO. — N 


She labours wi 


8 Nag Hznwnav the Fifth: Or, 


Muft baniſh Sofineſs thence. So turn'd her off 
Diſgraceful, with the cold Conſideration MO 
Of a vile Penſion. which, had ſhe accepted, 


Had doubly puniſh'd Her in baſe Reward ; 


A ſharp Memento, to remind her daily, 
That even her Pride was owing to her Shame ! 
Cambr. Something, like This, Report brought ſcat- 
ter'd to Me; : 
I grieve to find it true — and hop'd it Slander; _ 
Th' unhappy Lady, doubtleſs, feel: much Woe. [it; 
Scr. No Woe, my Lord! the Blood of Screqp diſdains 


Fer Soul, too ſtrong for Grief, boaſts nobler Paſſions; 


Stung with the pointed Senſe of Shame, and Scorn, 
Ni Revenge, and aids my Plottings ; 
Shading her Charms beneath a Boy's _—_— 
She baffles the keen Eye of watchful Policy, 
And works out Wonders for the Cauſe we ſtrive in: 
Six Days are paſt, ſince I diſpatch'd her hence 
To the French Camp, whence I e: yu Her hourly, 
With Notices of more than vulgar Import: 
My Lord, ſhe comes — Perhaps 'twould be too ſudden 
At once to greet her with confeſs'd Detection; 
Pleaſe you a Moment to retire, and leave me, 
BY gradual Preparation, to inſtruct Her, 
ow ſafely ſhe may truſt you with her Story. 
_ Camby. The Caution is well weigh'd . 
Gray. Purſue your Purpoſe. 
| 2 Cambridge and Gray. 


Enter Harriet. 


Scr. Welcome thou guardian Genius of thy Country 
Born to revenge thy own and all our Wrongs ! 
Welcome, as reace to Scroop, or War to enn. 

Har. O, Uncle! muſt this Man for ever flouriſh ? 
Harfleur, as I now paſs d, receiv'd him Conqueror: 
How long will he eſcape the Woes, he gives! 
When will he fall, and the wrong'd World have Juſtice ? 
But down, big Heart — to-morrow, from the Dauphin 
Your Hopes, I think, will all find happy End. {tharine? 

Scr. Saw you this peerleſs Pride of — this * 


. 


Har. Reaſon ?——— [ deteſt it 


Has he not left me, like a common Creature, 


— . cr ̃ ͤ! 
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Our is fill d with Rumours of her Beauty. 


Har. Leun red Heaven, there's Meaning in 


And not in vain theſe French Ambaſſadors 


Have urg'd the Match with Catharine—O! no ſooner 
They ſpread the Net, than caught the willing Prey ! 
This Traitor King, This Ruiner of Woman, 

Fir'd witk her Praiſe, grows mad to have Her His; 
More to undo me, He would blaft Himſelf ; 

To heap more Shame, more Miſery on my Head, 
Wou'd meanly wed his Country's Enemy, 9 85 
And lull a Wife to ſleep with my curſt Story. 
Scr. Quiet the jealous Fiend, that ſtarts within Thee, 
And quell theſe furious Sallies of thy Soul. 

There is ſome Reaſon in thy Fears, but . 

In thy wild Tranſports. PO 


"Tis that, which gives an Edge to all my Sufferings ! 
Am ! not loſt, diſgrac' d, forſaken, fcorn'd ? 

And owe I not this Ruin to my Love ? 

Has not the Man, I doted on, deſtroy'd me? 

He, for whoſe ſake I had no Ear for Honour! 


And paid me, like a Proſtitute ?—Death find Him ! 
Has he not offer d me a ſaucy Penſion, 
Told out the Hire of Infamy ? and judg'd 
Wealth an Equivalent for my Undoing ? 


Has he not dar'd all This? —and does he now, 


While my Diſgrace is new, freſhblown, and flagran 
Now, 4 he think to live, and wed another 2 
Calm? No——Let Cottage Fools, with helpleſs Sighs, 
Bewail their ruin'd Innocence My Soul, 
Full charg'd with Hate, and Pride, breaks out in Paſſion, 
Bold as my Wrongs, and dreadful as my Purpoſe. 

Scr. At leaſt be moderate, til. 

Har. Touch me not 


For there's a Flame, that blazes round my Heart, 


Will catch, and burn You up, like Fire-touch'd Flax; 
Wou'd You be heard with Patience, teach my Fury, 


Inſtruct my Wiſhes ; Let me learn a Way, 


To 


to King HENRY the Fifth : Or, 
To leave my outſtript Will behind my Vengeance ; 
Teach 2 hunt Im thro' the Nights — 
To pinch his Soul with Woe, his with Pain, 
To rack his reſtleſs Thoughts with Di 
To wear away his Life in endleſs Agony, 
And feaſt upon the Joy of his Deſtruction. 
Scr. Retire, where leſs obſerv d, I may convince Thee, 
'That this new-offer'd Match is yet an Embryo ; 
Is yet rejected, and, perhaps, diſlik d! 
For [ but doubt from ſome dark Words of Henry's, 
What You, with wild Exceſs of Fear, confirming, . 
With needleſs Rage perplex your hurried Soul, 
And drive th' unwilling Torment thro' your Boſom. 
Har. A then? — Pardon me, 
In generous Pity of my loſt Condition ! 
Who that is wrong'd like me, can fit down tamely, 
And, with dull Goodnefs, bleſs th' Undoer's Wiſhes ? 
You have forgiv'n me — bfit the barb'rous World 
Meet me with ſpeaking Eyes, and filent Scorn ; 
The baleful Brow of each proud Girl upbraids me; 
Where-e'er I go, ſome new-born Anguiſh finds me; 
And, when I ffrive to drown the hated Memory 
Of my paſt Guilt, ſome keen Reproach, unmeant, 
Strikes on the jarring String, untunes my Soul, 
And rouſes ard wr. Ls of my Shame: 
 Heav'n! muſt the Traytor Man purſue our Sex, 
With reſtleſs Artifice, and labour'd Vileneſs ; 
Hunt us thro! all the Wiles, and Turns of Caution, 
Till tir'd with vain Defence, his Snares ſurround us; 
And ſhall he then, when, pitying his feign'd Torments, 
We give Him up our AL—— ſhall he hex ſhun us? 
With cold Diſdain, or curſt Indifference, 
Repay the Fierceneſs of a Flame he rais'd ? 
And ſhall we not revenge the Traitor's Falſhood ? 
Religion never ſpoke it Only Saints, 
And cool-ſoul'd Hermits, mortify'd with Care, 
And bent by Age and Palſies, whine out Maxims, 
Which their brisk Youth had bluſh'd at. | 
Scr. Gentle Harriet! . 
No more the Means are ripening for a ras 
| Which, 


— ——— — — 
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Which, once ſucceſsful, will repay thy Sorrows 

Back on his Head, who caus d them; Thou ſhalt 

have Means 

To attend Exeter to the French Camp; 

There, furthering our Intent, as I'll inſtruct Thee, 

Crown with'd Revenge, and diſappeint this Marriage. 
Har. O! Uncle, you are wiſe, and ſhall conduct me; 

Loſt as I am, I dare beyond my Sex: 

Danger is ſcorn'd, when Life becomes a Burden ; 

And yet, my Soul, impartially ſevere, 5 

Say, what but thy own Weakneſs caus'd this Ruin? 


Cou'd Women be, at once, in Love, and wiſe, 
And drive the Tell-tale Soſtneſs from their Eyes; 
Th'en 'd Tempter cou'd not, then, betray, 
Aw'd by Looks, thoſe Rubs in Pafſion's way; 
Then All his Arts wou'd ſooth our Sex in vain, 
Nor Hours of Bliſs be paid with Years of Pain. 


12 King Hanzy the Fifth: Or, 
ACT l. SCENE I. 
SCENE, The French Camp. 
King of France, Dauphin, Duke of Orleans, as in 


FRENCH Kinc. 
OUSIN of Orleans, is their March confirm'd ? - 


Seam, 

And Fear may teach us, from our late Examples, 
That we can never be too provident ; 
For England her Approaches makes, as 
As Currents to the ſucking of a Gulph. 
Dan. That we fo tim arm'd was well advis'd, 
For Peace itſelf ſhou'd never fleep ſo ſoundly, 
'Tho? no fear'd War or Quarrel were in Queſtion, 
But that Defence, and warlike 

4 NneR awe the Eye of Boldneſs : 


For 4 England a © ly King's, 
— — 3 
By a vain, giddy, ſhallow, . 


That Dan — 12 Menaces. 


Oy/. I doabt, Prince Dauphin! we miſtake this King ; 
your Grace the late Ambaſſadors, 


ith what grave State he heard, and anſwer'd them: 


How well ſupply'd with noble C 

How cautious in Exception ; but, withal, 

How terrible in conftant Reſolution ! 

And You ſhall find, his youthful Vanities 
But cloth'd Diſcretion with a Coat of Folly; 
As skilful Gard'ners thickeſt earth the Plants, 


Orl. Tis certain they have paſs'd the River 


th OA 
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Which , and riſe moſt delicate. 
41 no ann , 

But let us think it fo, it is no Matter! 

In Cauſes of Defence, tis beſt to | 


2 


1 


E6ꝗ＋.... ——d 2 4942 IT. - 
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Death to the Fame of France, if they march on, 
And are not met, and fought, I'll ſell my Dukedom. 


Fr. Kirg. Admit the We'll give him preſent 
2 | * — 
Daz. Shame of Arms! 
Whence is it that theſe Exgliſt have their Mettle ? 
Is not their Climate foggy, raw, and dull? * 
Does not the Sun, in Spite, look pale upon them ? 
Can their boil'd Water, muddy Barley Broth, 


Inſpire their Blood with ſuch a warlike Heat? 


And ſhall ours, ſpirited with Wine, be froſty ? 
Oh ! for the Honour of our bluſhing Country ! 
Let us not hang like roping Iſicles, 
Fix'd to our Houſe's Thatch, while this cold people 
Sweat in our Sun, and fatten on our Same. 
Fr. Urg. Be not too raſh— a Kingdom's Care 


requires 
Sedate Advice, and cool Reſolves, in Dan 


ger. 
Dau. Vour Pardon, Royal Sir! by Faith, and Honour, 
Our Madams mock us, and, in plain Terms, fay, 


| Our Mettle is worn out; and that theſe Engi, 


Men of more promiſing, and active Mould, _ 
Muſt new-ſtore France with baſtard Warriours ; 
They bid us to the Eng/z/s Dancing-ſchools, 
And teach J. Valta's high, and eit Currants's : 
For all our Grace, they fay, is in our Heels, 
And that we are moſt lofty Runaways ! 


Eater P. N Exeter, cndued by Bowbon ans 


Harriet, and other Engliſh. 


F. *. thy What would our Brother of England ? 
greets You, Sir; 

J 

Namely the Crown, and all the wide- ſtreteh d Honours, 


| — 4 Cuſtom, and the Growth of Time, 


2 the fam' Throne of France, with all her Dukedoms; 


not ſtile it an old 
From he ry Dat of dark Oblivion rb 
u this moſt memorable Line; 
2 you have o erlock'd his Pedigree, 


From 
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From the Third Edward evenly deriv'd 

He, from your Jaſtice, hopes the Reſignation 

Of your large Kingdom, indireRly held 

From Him, the Native, and True Challenger: 

This is His Claim, and here my Purpoſe ends, 

Unleſs the Dazphin be in Preſence To Him 

I bring a ſeparate Greeting. | 
Dau. For the Dauphin 

I ſtand to anſwer ; What to him from England? 
Exe. ſlight Regard, Contempt, or any 


Which may — misbecome the mighty Sender; 
If, by the Grant of all Demands at large, 
| You not atone your late preſumptuous Inſult, 
He'll call You to ſo hot an Anſwer of it, 
That France ſhall tremble for Her Prince's Folly. 
Dau. Tell the too Proud Invader, that our Arms 
Cou d, at loſt Har fleur's Gate, have check'd his Raſhneſs ; 
But tis held wiſe to wait an Injury's Ripeneſs 5 
And then to bruiſe it Harry's a Man of Health, 
But his poor Realm will ſicken at this War, 
And his — die of a Conſumption, 
Catch'd, in repaying France her little Loſſes. 
Exe. There let it ret—our King in Perſon comes. 
Act as you ſpeak, and he'll forgive you all. 
Fr. =” will in Council weigh th' important 
ES, | g 
And you ſhall be difpatch'd with fair Conditions, 
[ Exeunt Ones, but the Dauphin and Harriet. 
Dau. What new Diſcovery makes the friendly Scroop, 
That brings my little Hermes back io ſuddenly ? 
Har. Great Prince, yous Esgliſb Friends commend 
them to you : | 
The Gold, your Bounty's Piedge, they have receiv'd, 
And, with due Thanks, accept the Princely Favour ; 
Warm!y infpir'd with Zeal for Peace, and You: 
Their carneſt Care is bleſs' d, by full Detection 
Of a bale Plot, to ſhake your C untry's Quiet, 
With the deceitful Hand of feign'd Accord. 
Dau. Come to my Arms, thou more than manly Spirit! 
B 2 Drefg'd 


16 King Henay the Fifth: 
„. 
Thou Angel of a Traitor ! what a Treaſure 

Of Honour and Reward does All France owe Thee! 
Say, my Endymion my Adonis ! tell me, 

When mms ds Comm do?—— Can Egle 
Be Plotters ? Policy, and They, of old, 
* Strangers; Good, rough, heavy 


Plain Traths, and Hardy Blows were what they dealt 


If they Rd Stateſmen, 'twill, indeed, concern us. 
Har, I am to urge your Highneſs's Conſent, 
That you wou'd hear my Meſlage in the Preſence 
Of your illuſtrious Sifter. 
Daz. My Siſter ? Does it then concern the Mar- 
e? 


SCENE changes to the Princeſs's Pavilion. 
De Princeſs, and Charlot. 


Prin. No, no, my Charlet / I diſdain the Motive ; 
Love is a Flame, too bright, too clear, to burn 

As Intereſt bids it; 
That coward France can ſhake at 
What are my Father's Fears to my 
Shall I, becauſe this — — 
Sweeps o'er our Land with War, and p 
Shall I, for That, grow fond of the 


Em le at the Waſte of his unpuniſh d Inſolence, 
Ibo. And ll my Pace of OREN 


Such Blaſts to your Joy 
To waſte e Youb in a cold Iſland, 
Cloudy, * dull! cut off from all Mankind, 


17 


23 
Who court your Beauty, and wou'd die to pleaſe you. 

Prin. e, Father Sovereign, 
On rang bes at roperty, of France ? 


Sos Rn to Thas, were mine the 
I wou — — © » Soſtneſa hid 


In Steel, and plum'd Helmet nodding 
Ion Ay york wou'd meet 

This Henry with a Flame more fierce than Love. 
Enter Dauphin and Harriet. 


Dan. How's this, my Siſter ? Fir'd with Rage, and 


Menace ? 


What — Io it then a 
Prin. | Brother ; Is it then a Wonder, 
That I, with due receive the News, 
That I am doom'd Victim? 
Daz. You have 
Tu on that Subject, 1 


r [Exit Chariot. 


Th' erperienc D 
Which nearly touching your lov'd Intereſt, moves me 
To hear th 1 Preſence. 


Har. Oh ! matchlefs Pattern of imperial 
That Heav'n, that gave you Charms, — "em 


Yayr Royal Father, the nan Fried of Peace, 
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Still nobly anxious for his Country's Safety, 
Sent a late Embaſly, and offer'd Jen: 
You, fam'd for Beauty! You, mueh more a Princeſs 
By your diſtinguiſh'd Charms, than by your Birth. 
Prin. Tis well, young Orator ! Flattery, I find, 
Is of your Iſland's Growth; ſo warm a Vice 
Cou'd not, I thought, have brook'd ſo raw a Climate. 
Daz. On with thy Tale ; ——— If Flattery is a Sin, 
Her Mercy has been taught to give it Pardon. 

Har. I need not tell you, how our ſtubborn Monarch, 
Safe in blind Diſtance, and a Stranger yet 
To thoſe ail-conquering Eyes, refus'd the Offer; 
| Refus'd a Gem, whole countleſs Value, known, 

Will make Refufal its own Puniſhment : | 
Vet twas refus d. But when th' Ambaſſadors 1 

Were, with ſevere Defiance, ſent away, | 43 

Henry a ſudden Council call'd together; 

In which, forgetful of his boaſted Plainnefs, 

That open, honeſt, Heart, he would lay Claim to: 

He his Lords, and gain'd their joint Concurrence, 
That, when advanc'd f ill farther into France, 
When Fire and Sword ſhou'd ſpread his Fame before 


Means wou'd be found to cloſe with courted Peace, 
And wed the Princeſs with improv'd Conditions ; 
"Tis true, he cry'd, I hate Her, for her Race, 
But what has Love to do in Prince's Wedding? 
The Match will ſerve to lull their Arms aſleep ; 
And, when that fair Occafion ſmiles upon me, | | 


o 
2 
4 
ar 
bh 
* 
4 


III ſeize th' unguarded Kingdom 
Dau. Why, tis well! 


Forewarn'd by this Intelligence, we'll match Him 


With Treaſons, which become a Man's Defigning : | 
He weaves the Web too courſe; not every Will 


Is fram'd for Miſchief — Policy requires 
Spirit, 1 mere Blood and Bone can't 
r it. | 
Prin. You, Brother, may content y with That; 
But I not brook ſo well the Shame we; 


I am, on Both Sides, then, the Toy of © * 


— ß * oben ant 


And, fighin 
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One King's Condition, and the other's Engine! 

The T oy which Harry's Treaſon is to work with ! . 
Wnence ſhall I borr w — to ſpeak my Anger ? 

O! ad me, all ye Stin Indignation 

Lend me thy Gall, — bitter — Jealouſy 

And every Fury, that can /afþ, aſſiſt me ! 

What will my Peaceful Father ſay to this ? 

Yes ! He has choſen nobly for his Daughter ! 


Charles has a generous Son- in- Law in 


O Fraxce ! what hazy Frod has child your Blood ? 
Where is that Pride of Arms, that boaſted Courage, 
Which your vain Tongues are ſwell'd with ? —o— 
Where's the Soul, 

That, in the warlike Gaz/s, your Anceſtors ! 
Shook the proud World, and ſham'd the Reman Cæſars? 
a 

an in 
Ot e down upon 
— db an N de Wind ga} 


Seize him alive, and bring him me a Priſoner. 


Daz. Prithee, no more of this vain, Woman's, Ra- 


ving ; 
2 drerngh But, for the Marriage ; 
of this new-given Argument, I fear, 
My Pather Pather's Love of Peace will force it forward. 
Prix. Sooner ſhall the two — m_———_ 
And, ruſhing Ce ther, 


Sea, e waſh the Clout 


W ea 
have faid 12 Highneſſes will hold 
welcome, 


n 


That you have watchful Agents; — well they know 
The faithleſs Henry's Love of Change, and Roving ; 
And, when they thought, with Pity, on the Crowds, 
The countleſs Crowds, r 
Then ſcorn'd, and left, for new ones, they 

told each other, 'twere a 

ſhould be march'd ſo il! | 


The lovely 


B 4 Eee 
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Exeunt 
— What ! and no more, 
—_ 


Prin. 


——— * 
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Labour to his Grave ! 
Ceremony, fuch a Wretch, 


d, but for 


y Grief oppreſs vou? 
* Prince! Grigh, png l have, 100g, 
n join'd —Perhags,”rwoy'd ure your Fats 
To ane you vith + This of private Woe ; 


Ti 
my Bens: 
a Siſter ! 

Sex's Wonder ! | 
Deceitful Henry law, and, ſeeing, lov'd Her: a 
He — ſwore—he pray'd—he figh'd—he threat- 


But baſely ſhun'd the Wretc 


= - 


Prin. See if the tender Creature does not weep !. 
Alas thy mournful Story fills my Heart, 

With Grief, almoſt as powerful as thy own ; 

Truſt me, twas baſe in Henry, thus to leave Her. 


Har. O, Princeſs! He's a general, known, Deceiver ? 
Far may your Fate divide you from his Wiles ! 


I could ſwell Time, and wear away the Sun, 
In diſmal Stories of his perjur'd Loves. 
Re-enter the Dauphin. 
Dau. 22. 
, F 5 | 
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do { paadex be 2% qua T came too late; 
he mean Reſoſve 1/23 patt z—-My. Arts prevail d not: 
toe ro Kings met, and all my Hopes are Air. 
Nes, Something mußt be refolv'd, that may prevent 
This dangergm reaty, or you're loit for ever. 
Da, Fear not, FU manage All to our Advantage; 
But tet us watte no Mormets j ----—- Here, within, 
J will inſtruct you further in my Purpoſe. 


Now Fortune aid me, and ipfpire my Soul 
With Force, theſe peaceful Counſe s to controul; 
Mees neſs tho' wiie, fits, 2 on a Throne, 
And ſuffering Kingdoms King's Steps atone; 
In me et France her ancient tire reſume, 


Or cruſh me nobly in my Country's Doom. 


ACT 


ACT I enn 
SCENE, 4 French Pavilion. 
Princeſ:, and Charlot. 


Paincess. 


Charlat ! how will this new Trial ſhake me! 
What ſhall I do to arm my threaten'd Mind 

A th* Afſaults of Madneſ ?--Tyrant Duty 
Why are y Laws fo binding: If Obedience 
Muſt thus be blind, then, ſure! Command ſhou'd fee 
With Eagle-Ey'd Diſcernment ! —Unkingly Father r 
io if on ile wn. were Shame too gentle, | 
Curſe on the bluſhful Thought !—TI 1 go to meet him 
Meanly obtrude myſelf upon his Scorn, 
And hear the Bargain of my Price debated ! 
Is this to be a Princeſs ? Periſh Pride! 
Oh let my baſe Example teach the Humble, 
How tis to — Ambition. 

Char. Were my ounſel worthy your Attention. 
There's yet « Way, perhaps, to move the King 
ö 2 1 

nd may be mov d to our Danger: 
Diſcloſe, with ſpeaking Tears, the fatal Secret; 
Tell him; how All Your Heart, already filr d. 
Has Room for no new Comer. 

Prin. Art thou mad ? | 
That were a dreadful Means to wound me * 
The Pride of State wou'd then new- fire his Anger, 
8 har. driv'n on, to wed this Monſter, 
hting Dæmon in the Dreſs of Royalty 

Shoals oſe a Hope once more to ſee the Stranger, 


The lov'ly, unknown, Conqueror - hole As 
 hoic, 


like F 7 
1 rance; rance s Daughter ! 
Whoſe droniſh Souls, bent under or Fear, | 
Have thus miſled their Maſter ! Les, my Eyes 
il be of Shame, noe Lane — 
| Shame, not Love [47 

Daz. Hark! That hril T — — and. 
e eee 5 
empeſts, w prova d 
C round — 


222 2 on the 
Bogrbon, 2 
K 


[The Kings Bmbrace over the Bar. 
Fr. iy 208 F200 we wes fon, nll upon ts 


Heath and he Jp of = lg Kappy Lb 
Toour lov'd Jrowver Tag land !—Right 3 
A. 2 dies d be the Inne 


Of this good Day 1222 — | 
England, 


9 l 


26 | King HEZN RV the Fifth : Or, 


Hh 11 ring France! whoſe Chalky Shores 
May. henceforth ce 


vy, at Each other's 
ceaſe their Hate, and plant Accord ! 
| 75 War no more advance her hie ding Sword, 
To prey on Strife between them 

K. Henry. To This, Amen 

Fr. King. JJ 


If I demand th? Impediment, why Peace, 
PRC aD [Anton Ghha Goin 
the up v 
Too alas! the Marks of her „ 
* 8 
— — with Hair _ 
Thruſt forth diſorder d Twigs ; Darnel, and Hemlock, 
Root on our fallow Lays, and, ſpringing thick, 
Beneath their Shade, hide the neglected Culter. 
K. Hen. Not for Delight in Blood have we thus fag 
| ang gry mini wed ages 4 wh,» road | 
Our d Purpoſe boaſts a n eaning: a 
The Eye of Kings ſhou'd watch their People's Safety : 
And Il thow'd I diſcharge the Tru, Heaven lends me, 
If, ſleeping hey were wy You do my Country, 
I not Emanded back the ower, You hold, 
And turn, with Point, againſt our Boſom. 
* a Pao peg eek grayed 
gugats, an e; — It remains, to 
4 _— differing Means, we may not 3 
, we jointly aim at Many Arrows 
. — Far diſtant Rivers flow 
Ten thouſand Ways, yet meet in one main Sea ! 
How many Lines clais in the DiaPs Center ! 
So, may our various es, at laſt, 
Meet, in one fix d ve, and pleaſe us Both. 


Enter the Dauphin on the B » Sathy fe Frinccf 
in 4 Vial, — 


Our Son, che | has. wa hens, of tree. 
Fir'd with the warm Flaſh of Provocation | 
. Return d 
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Return'd Defiance, with too fierce a Throw ; 

Young Blood will boil ;---and You, ſo fam'd for Courage, 

Will weigh that Error light ;-- Receive Him, Brother, 

As one, who wiſhes Peace, and ſeeks Your Love. 

[ Preſenting the Dauphin. 
Das. * ight 

7% Aung Henry. 

To tax our Doity; and i be obey d; * , 

I wou'd have met you with a warmer Graſp, 

Had France been held by me ; but fince Hi Will, 

Who governs mine, holds back the Edye of War, 

And wou'd reach Peace, by Roads, leſs and rugged, 

I greet your Royal Preſence ; and ſubmit pad 

To Meaſures, which I cannot, yet, approve. | 
K. Hen. Approve is mine I'm yet your Debtor, Sir, 

But purpoſe to repay the Favour ſoon ; 

The Time is near, when you, perchance, may feel, 

That wiſe Defiance ſhould be arm'd with Safety, | 

And Fierceneſs, wanting Strength, but gnaws herſelf. 

Das. When that . | 
Fr. King. Our Son, reply no more; 

Tom Your Hand: 1 
Prin. Vour on, ir! if I offend, 

Or ſeem to wrong the Promiſe of my Duty ! 

r 

To attend this Interview ;— But if your Majeſty 

Permits ne wo-utive —— 

Of England's King, our publick Enemy ; 

Then, let that Duty, which I owe my Country, 

Inſpire me to confeſs, what find Averſion, 

What rooted Hatred, Nature bids me bear 

To Him, of all Mankind, the moſt abhorr d: 

Who brings Deſtruction on to mark his Way, 

And wooes the hter, with the Father's Ruin. 
Dan. Bravely declar'd, thou Siſter of my Soul! [ Af. 
K. Her. we ought to be, that War's Offences 

Have made the Fair our Foe ;— You are an Enemy, 


Whom we, ſpite of ing fuch, can fear! 
Prin. 8 hog betng Hear" Tader's Voice! 
K. Hen. In vain you Your Charms — That 
bovely Face, Hid, 


, 
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Hid, as it is, remains no Stranger to us ; 
bs wag nage, Lady! on our Heart. 
Prin. "Tis He. Tis T4 !--Q! amazing 
Chance ! LA. 


Where flept my Soul, that, at our firſt Approac 
rr 22 me, 


Was Reyal 
Let me lean on 


Rein d in the Vigour of War, 


cACE, 


; 
? 
ö 
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Hufh down the troubled Swell of dying Strife, 
France ſhou'd no more, in her torn Bowels, feel 


To the French King. 
Stands bent 0 Quiet, nnd o'ervalach Dangers 
I beg Permiffion to unfo'd a Notice, 

The welcome ili 


A 


To loſe, i 
K. * 
Courage is 
—— —— 
Nor weighs many Flocks, he has to ſcatter : 
My Followers fearce are mere, than one to fix 


i 


3k 


| Tho' France, conjoin'd with ſuch another Neighbour, 


Stood in our W ow, even this Night, we'll | 
left free, tis well {——if tis diſputed, 
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K. Her. What, in my Flow of Fortune, I refus d, 
Can never, in its Ebb, deſerve Acceptance. 
Dan. E but ſlept, proud King, tho ſhe ſeem'd 
1 | 
Now ſhall thy puniſh'd Folly ſhame thy Weakneſs ; 
Now ſhalt thou praiſe our Patience; —— England's In- 
a ſolence 
Shall bow beneath the Ranſom of her Pride 
I cannot ſee what Chance can ſave Thee now; 
Thou art ſo near the Gulph, thou need'ſt muſt drive, 
Till catch'd, whirl'd round, and ſwallow d! — There- 
| fore, haſte, 5 „ 
Remind thy Followers of a ſhort Repentance, 
That, from our vengeful Fields, their Souls aſcending 
May make a peaceful and ſedate Departure, 
While their doom'd Bodies, mouldring on our Plains, 
Enrich our Harveſts, and atone thy Miſchief. _ 
K. Hen. Madam! My Heart had Hopes, that Your 
ſweet Voice | 
Might, free from In ion, have decided 
The yet uncertain End of bloody War; 
But This gay Prince, ambitious of Diſtinction, 
Iltt brooks, that any but himſelf ſhould talk: 
Sir !—It is well—Your Words are full of Fire! 
Take heed, the duſty Field choak not the Raze: 
My ſurly Soldiers cannot threaten thus; 
Their ſpeaking Actions keep their Valour ſilent, 
And when their Swords find Work, their Tongues ares 


idle ; 
But for their Bodies, many ſhall, no doubt, 
Find Native Graves ; and Monuments, on which 
Witneſs of this Day's Work ſhall live in Braſs: | 
For thoſe, who leave their ſcatter d Bones in France, 
Dying like Men, tho” bury'd on your Dunghills, 
Even there, your Sun ſhall greet them with his Beams, 
ing Honours up to Heaven: 
_ 2 — : 
am ſwell'd with your contagious Vanity 
No more---when next we meet, our Swords ſhall argue. 
Fr. King. Why then 'tis War ! | | Min 
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Dau. Tis Glory and Revenge! 


[ Exeunt ſeverally the Kings, follow'd by the Engliſh, 
2 French Fabry 5 


Princeſs and Charlot come forward on the Stage. 


Prin. Now! what can Flat:“ ry find to give me Comfort? 
Where are my Proſpects now ? Did ever Fortune 
Thus ſend Diſcovery in a Flaſh of Hope 
Juſt to ſhow Joy, then leave it loſt in Darkneſs ! | 

Chari. How happy had your Highneſs now been 


Cou'd you have known, that All you wiſh'd was Henry / 
Prin Tormentor ! So they paint the puniſh'd Fiends, 
Stung by an envy'd View of diſtant Heaven! 

Now is War's raging Tide again broke in, 
And all my Hopes are ſwept away before it : 
O, cruel! Tantalizing ! Curſe of Fortune! 
In high-try'd Malice juſt to ſhow him to me | 

uſt to convince me what a Bliſs *twou'd be, | 
To have him mine; then, drag him ever from me! 

Heaven Ho he talk'd His Words, like | 

Summer Breezes, Sg 
Ruffled, and fann'd at once my glowing Soul : 
O ! what a Scorn of Danger grac'd his Eyes ! 
What wanton * — foarkled in His Smiles, fe 
And made even Terror charming! Then his Courage 

With what a clear and equal bire it blaz'd ! 

Not blown about, or fpread, by Blaſts of Anger : 
How manly, yet how tender, was his Love 
O! I ſhall die with Shame of my own Folly ; 

Who ever labour'd thus to be undone, 

And courted her own Miſery ? who knows, 

If the two. Armies join, whether his Breaſt 
May not be gor d by ſome ill-guided Spear? 

And his Blood pay the Price of my miſtaking ! 

It is too much! O, Charht! I am mad! 

I] cannot bear the ht! Horror diſtracts me 

Charl. 2 Scroop's young Meſſenger not yet has 

Our Camp, but waits ſome Letters — — ; 


32 m Hv v the 


Fifth : Or, 
if he were truſted 
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ACT 


ACT IV. SCENE I 9 
SCENE, The Engliſh Pavilion, 


King Henry, and Duke of Exeter. 
K. Henan v. 


a... 


| the . Camp? to ſpeak with me 
in private 
That can it mean? and talks of Traitors, ſaid you 


3 


With ſudden Hurry, 


And I will point out a diſcover' d Traitor; 


Exe. Brought to my Tent, ſhe earneſtly aſſur d me, 


I cou'd not more contribute to your ſafety, 
Than by procuring Her a private Audience 


K. Hen. Admit Her, Uncle. 


[Exit Duke of Exeter, 
A Woman Meſſenger from the French Camp 


There muſt be =» wy Bw int —— my wake | Soul 


Were I inclin'd to ſuperſtitious Dreamings, 
Or apt to build on Signs, or idle Omens, 
There ſhou'd be Danger near me. Welcome Lady ? 


Enter Charlot. 


To what unuſual Cauſe are we oblig'd, 


For your fair Greeting ? 
Char If my Aer fp 

Can ſpeak th my beating Heart, 

I, from the Prins Catharine, come to greet you ; 
-ommand a truſty Guard to follow me, 


4 


But loſe no Time — The Lords of France, who came 
To me hither, Strangers to my Purpoſe, 
Ho m, without, in untuſpeted Conference : 
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Haſte —left he ſcape you, and threaten'd Life 
Be caught by ſudden | hos ! * 

K. Hen. Life ! what Life! 
Cool thy Impatience, gentle Lady ! ſtay 
And temperately explain thy dark Intention. 
| _ Charl. O! do not trifle with th' important Moments: 
Give me a Guard, and fave yourſelt from "Treaſon : 
The Princeſs gives you Life, and bids me tell you, 
She will not over-rate the gen'rous Merit ; 
But hopes, that thus diſarming War's worſt Meaning 
Entitles Her to claim the Thanks of Peace. 

K. Hen. Uncle of Exeter! 


Enter Exeter. 


Exe. What wills my Liege? 
K. Hen. Call me a choſen Guard. 


Char. One thing I had forgot; 

The Princeſs, fearful, for her Perſon's Safety, 

Claims Leave to paſs your interpong Camp, 

And enter yon near Caſtle, Agincourt ; 

This wis my only known and publick Errand. 

K. Hen. She ſhall have Royal, and illuſtrious 

Welcome ; | 

'The Safety ſhe beſtows, ſhe muſt, command ; 

We judge the Occaſion happy, and we hope, 

The 1 Princeſs, paſſing near, 

Will honour us with Licence to declare, 

What Thanks our Heart muſt owe Her; for our 
Words 

Wou'd ſully our Conceptions, and deceive Her 


Re-enter Exeter, with a Guard. 


Go, with this Lady, and cbſerve Her Orders, 

And whom ſhe points you out, ſeize, and ſecure. 

1 ¶Fxeunt emnes, but the King. 
My Soul, with keen Impatience, waits the Iſſue 

Of this ſtrange Notice ---- Ireaſon ? tis impoſſible! 

_ Whom has my ſhort Reign wrong'd? — What want 


a P | 
Whom 


[Exit Exeter. 
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Whom Wealth and Plenty ſmile upon, at home, 
And 1 abroad, the Fame of Arms makes dread- 
5 


What wou'd Complaint have more [|]-judging 
Vulgar ! 

Were it not glorious to make Millions happy, 

Who, that had Senſe of Bliſs, wou'd be a King 

. Th unbuſied Shepherd, ſtretch'd beneath the Haw- 


thorn, | 
His careleſs Limbs thrown out in wanton Eaſe, 
With thoughtleſs Gaze peruſing the arch'd Heav'ns, 
And idly whiſtling, while His Sheep feed round him ; 
Enjoys a ſweeter Shade, than That of Canopies, 
Hem'd in with Cares, and ſhook by Storms of Treaſon ! 


Re enter Exeter. 
Now Uncle! what Diſcovery ? = 
Exe. Near Your Pavilion ſtood ſome French of Fi- 


gure ; | 
And with them a fair Zzg/;/þ Youth, whom oft 
I have obſerv'd, and wonder'd at his Beauty ; 
The Lady mark'd him out, then took her leave, 
And as ſhe left, we ſeiz d him 
K. Hen. Let him come in alone. 
Exeter gaes out, and enter Harriet in Confuſion. 
| A very Boy !——Treaſon in Thee buds early! 
Who art T hou? fay——— to whom thou doſt belong 


Silent ? Nay, then, there's Guilt! why art thou 
dumb? 


# Come farther this way — if thou ſhun'ft the Light, 


Thy Deeds have Darkneſs in them---Immortal Heav'n ! 

What is it, that I fee? —— Cani{ Thou be Harriet? 
Har. Canſt Thou be Henry, and alive to ask it? 

O! 'tis with Juſtice, Fate, thus, overtakes me, 

For having meanly linger'd in my Vengeance 

High Heav'n will reach Thee, I yrant ! tho' I cannot; 

Since thy ftill- fortunate Deceits protect Thee; 

Since perjur d Love does not alone upbraid J hee, 

But thy Eternal Wiles win all alike, | FR 
n 
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And 


ev'n thy Foes grow treacherous, and aſſiſt Thee. 


" But is k pale. that Thou conſpir'ft ? | 
can't wiſh me dead? * 


Har. Infulting Tyrant ! 
Cool, froſty. hexted Menke, Wiſh Thee dead ? 


The Wiles, and Perjuries, which have nadune "LK 
ign d Endearments ; ſtudzed Graces ! 


alſe Smiles ; enticing Raptures | labour'd Flatteries ! 


And all that nameleſs Train of filent Treacheries, 


br) J 
5 
3 
5F 
F 


Which 3 Ar tempting Tongue to make me 


266 DIS ab nets Fits of Dots 
And then, — Oh! Heav'n !——if then thou dar f 


1 — does thy Soul; 
If fi — y 
Think, in the bitter A {= — 


What follow d all this Train 1 — 
See me abandon'd to the Laſh of Same; 
Turn'd out an Object for ſharp- ey d Deriſion, 
By Friends forſaken, and difown'd by Kindred : 
Wild, and diſtracted, with unconquer'd Sorrow ! 
Expos'd, to be the Mirth of wiſer Hypocrites, 
And ſland the Scorn-Mark of the hooting World: 
Death! — Thou Deftroyer ! think of This ! and then, 
In the cool Infolence of Pride, and Majeſty, 
Ask me again if 1 can wiſh Thee dead? 

K. Hen. Tis true, fair Murd'rer! I have greatly 

wrong'd Thee ! 
And, yet, not I 
Thee: 


but what I once was, wrong'd 
"Tis a fad Theme, and Reaſon trembles at it : 


Vet, what can be——all, that weak Words can give 
Thee, 


And Grief, and Penitence, and Shame, and Love, 
| 8 All 


228 


: * Aft 
3 
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* 0 _— 
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All this fit down, and hear, to calm thy Soul. 
| 5 [Takes her Hand. 
Har. Periſh that treacherous Smoothneſs ——— 
Unhand me, that my curdled Blood, all chill'd, 
As at a Serpent's Sting, when thou comit near me, 
May flow in Freedom, and give Pow'r to curie Thee, 
| Breads from Him. 
K. Hen. Have you not Prudence? Are you mad? 
Come hither ! 5 
J muſt, by gentle Force, compell thy Paſſion, 
Since Reaſon cannot guide tempeſtuous Sorrow : 
Calm thy !oud Ravings If thy Shame offends thee, 
Why wou'dit thou thus proclaim it! Be wilcr, 
Harriet! 
The quick ear'd Camp will ſpread the Tell- tale Soros : 
Nay, 'tis in vain to ſtruggle; ſit, and hear me. 
| [He forces her into a Chair, and ſits down by her 
Su. and be patient, while Repentance p:eads, 
And Love's ſoft Sympathy condoles thy Woe ; 
As yet, this Dreis, and its too bloody Purpoſe 
Conceal Thee, and thou may'it be full conceal'd, 
Har. What wilt thou do? Why doſt thou thus 
compell me 
Helpleſs, to liſten to the Voice of Ruin ? 
| [Snatches at his Gewor'd, 
Give me thy Sword—thy Words have loft all Power 
Jo give me Comfort? — Is that, too, deny'd me ? 
Then I muit hear Thee; hear tay baſe Upbraiding. ; 
Friendlefs, and deſtitute of all Ailitance, | 
2Tuit fit, and tremble at iny loſt Condition: 
Yet, Thou art guiltier far, than J can be 
Thou wert born to pull down Milcry on me, 
| [Meeting 


And, Every Way, to ruin and destroy me. 

K. Heu. If, in this dreadful Conflict of thy 301! 
Didracted judgment holds her rufed Favire, 
Lilten, and mark what my ad IIcart ſhall utter. 
Fatal our Courſe of Paſſion!—— Its Ede © 
Proves bitter bat the Cauſe was tend ret Love! 
Vouthis unbridl ed, blind, and void of Fear, 


4 ; 
\ L181 


Sa. . 5 


38 King PEN Ribe Fifth: Or, 
Ever determin d. — deaf to Conſequence, 
And rolling forward upon Pleaſure's Byas : | 
All Youth is thus—— but mine was worſe than All ! 
Wild, and diſorderly, beyond Example! 
Why did not thy diicerning Reaſon tell thee, 

A Wretch, like me, deſerv'd no Pity from thee ? 


How cou'd a Madman's Hurry weigh thy Worth? 
But Thou wilt ſay, my Oaths, and Vows deceiv'd thee ! 


Aſcribe that Guilt to thy own Pow'r of Charming: 


When the Blood boils, and Beauty fires the Soul, 


What will the Tongue not ſwear ?——Diſcretion, then, 


Does, with a Peacock's Feather, fan the Sun ; 


Yet, in the midſt of all thoſe wild Deſires, 


Which then divided my impatient Mind, 

Thou wert the warmeſt Wiſh, my Soul purſu'd ! 

My Love to Thee was parmanent, and ſtrong; 
Niohe 


Thy Beauties were my waking Theme; and 


Grew charming, by ſoft Dreams cf thy Perfection. 
Were I, now, what I was, when Harriet bleſs'd me, 
Still were I Hers—— My Love can never die! 


And I think on thee, Harriet, with ſuch Tenderneſs, 


As dying Fathers bleſs their weeping Sons with: 
And were I not a King, Thou ſtill wert happy. 


Har. Can'ſt Thou, then, mourn the Sorrows, thou 


haſt caus'd me ? 

Am I ſtill lov'd ? 

K. Hen. Still I regard Thee, with the ſame Deſires ; 
Gaze, with the ſame tranſporting Pleaſure, on Thee, 


As when our bounding Souls firſt flew together, 


And mingled Raptures in conſenting Softneſs. 

But Kings muſt have no Wiſhes for "Themſelves! 

We are our People's Properties ! Our Cares 

Muſt riſe above our Paſſions! The public Eye 

Shou'd mark no Fault on Monarchs; is contagious ! 
Elſe I, to Death, had borne the dear Delight, 

And, ble$'d in mutual Tranſport, ſtill liv'd Thine ! 
Call it not Guilt then, twas a dire Neceſlity ! 

And what remains is tend'reſt Penitence, | 


And wiſh'd Atonement. — For the firſt, my Soul 


In never ceaſing Anguiſh mourns thy Miſery: _ 


I thought thou hadſt deſpis'd me. 
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Were the laſt poſſible, my Love wou d reach it; 

But where the IIl's incurable, how vain ! 

To rack the Suff rer with our uſeleſs Cordials ! 

What I cou'd do, wa, done; but thy Diſdain 

Made fruſtrate all my Watchings, o er thy e. ; 

And, now — 
Har. Enough; O! Yet too lovely, Henry! 

My aking Heart oppreſ.'d, twixt Joy and Pain, 


Can bear no longer the fierce Pangs it feels: 


Take, now but bleſs me yet once more, ſay, Henry 


Once Mine! — Doft thou, with Pity, think on di 


K. Hen. Pity's too mean a Word to reach my Woe; 
The Grief, it gives me. to behold thee thus, 
Can but be felt ! ——*Tis not in Language, Harriet, 
To clothe its mighty Bulk with due Deſcription. 
Har. Take, then, theie Letters, and be happy ſtill. 
[ Gives him Letters. 


They will bring Safety to thee ; Canlt thou pardon ne? 


I ſhou'd have been conſenting to thy Murder! | 
K. Hen. My fad Heart pardons thee, and hopes it 
from thee. 
Har. Perhaps, wien Igo hence, we part for ever 
Pardon me, therefore, if I £222 upon thee ; 


My Eves may never more behold thy Face! 


The chilling Call of Death has warn'd me from thee, 
And I fall be at Peace, ere long, and Happy. 
K. Ae. O! let me kiſ: away hat mourntal Sound. 
Har. Forbear----Mly Soul, too fad to ſoften more, 
Shrink? from the fatal Folly ! much oblig'd 
By this Forgiveneſs, which has bleſ'd my Ruin; 
By that kind Picy, which you heal my Woes with! 
{ have but one way left, to thank Your Goodnels 


I have one new D. cov iy, yet, to make You, 


[Feeling in her Packet, 
Containing tie lait Secret of my Soul; 
I did not think, fo oon, to have — d it: 
But fince, Without it, you can ne'er be h ppy, 
I ſend it, thus directed to my Heart. 
[ Draxys a Dagger, and ſtabs herſelfs 


— _ 


| 
l 
| 
| 
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K. Hen. Raſh Girl! What haſt thou done? - Uncle 


of Exeter | 
Help me! Who waits without ? oh ! help! ſupport her : 


Enter Exeter, and York. 


Harriet ! the injur'd Harriet, die: !——O, Uncle! 
Her catching Graſp, by Fits, ſtrives hard to hold me 
Her ſtraining Eyes half burſt their watry Balls ! 

Vainly they glare, to ſnatch a parting Look ! 

And Love, convulſive, ſtakes her ſtruggling Boſom: 

Care comes too late ;---- Her quiv'ring Lips crow pale ; 

And frighted Beauty, loth to leave its Manſion, 

Ebbs ſlow, with the unwilling Blood, away: 

O! ſee, the fatal Fruits of guilty Love! Es 
Exe. The ſudden Wonder ſo confounds my Thoughts, 

I know not what Advice to give your Grief: 

Poor Harriet was it Thee, I ſeiz'd for Treaſon ? 
York. Who waits there ? Gently take away this 
=: | | 

Place it within, till you have further Orders ; 

The mournful Object will but feed his Sorrow. | 

[They carry off the Boch. 
K. Henry opens, and reads the Letters. 


K. Hen. 9 Uncles! Here is Treaſon will ſurprize 
vou | 
Letters to ſome, moſt near us, from the Dauphin, 
Concerning a large Sum of Gold, in Bribe, 
For our intended Murder, when the French 
Shou'd firſt join Battle with us. 
Exe. Heav'n forbid ! 


That ſuch falſe Traitors ſhou'd be near Your Perſon: 


York. Have not the Villains Names ? 
EK. Hen. Wou'd ye believe it? Scroop / 
Exe. Lord Scroop ! Your Boſom Favourite 
York. Is this poflible ? | 5 
K. Hen. Cambridge, and He, join'd with Sir Tho- 
mas Gray ? | 

Theſe Letters lay all open ; Their Delivery 

Was the laſt Token of poor Harrict's Love: 
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Ee trio io Roan - 8 


Will cat their Paſſage thro' th' oppoſing Fren-bmen ? 


Enlarge the Man committed Yelerday, 


After due Taſte of tharp Correction. 
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How falſe, and flippery, are the Will- of Men! 

— Adait the Counſel ; — we'll take inſtant Care | 
To cruth this Ireaton; for the ret in Hand, | 2 
Delay we, till to morrow, all Debate. 


Erler Seroop, Cambrilge and Gray, evith others; 
cee, aut the King, Exeter, and Vork, /it dot | 
at the Table. | | 


R. Hen. Surrounded, as we are, give us Your 
| Thoughts, | 
My fiitifai Friends! for, ſure, none here aave Cauſe 
To wil us Evil? —-Tnhink ye, the Troops, we head, 


£cr9%þ. No doubt they will, if Each Man do his Belt. 

K. Hen. Can we doubt that? 

Camby. There's not a ſingle Heart in Your wle 

Army, 
That gi ces not full Conſent to al! your Wiſhes. 

Gray. Never was Monarch more be ord, an ear'd, 
Than is Your Mey There's ne, tut, 
Among Your happy Million, one geiev'd ye; 
 Scroop. The Men, who were your Father's Enenues, 
Have ſteep'd their Gall in Honey; and obey You, 
With Hearts brimful of Duty, and of Zeal. 

K. Hen. We judge no lets --- Uncle of Excter ! 


For railing at our Perſon ; -— we conſider, 

It was Excels of Wine, that puſh'd him forwar l, 

And, on more ſerious Thoughts, we pardon Him. 
Exe. Your Majeſty is rich in Clemency ; | 

And 'tis a Princely Virtue! a 
Hk. King, not more | 

By Pow'r grow dreadtul, than rever'd for Mercy. 
Scroap. Yet Mercy, ſometimes, ſavours of Security; 

Prefumption ſhou'd be puniſh'd, leit Example 

Spread by Forbearance. | 
K. Hen Oh! let us full be merciful ! | 
Cambr. So may Your Majeſty, yet puniſh, too. | 
Gray. You {how great Mercy, if this Fellow lives, 


C 3 Exe, 
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Exe. O] do not thus, with Cruelty's keen Breath, 


Blow off, and ſcatter, the ſweet Dew of Mercy; 

When, from the Heav'n af Pow'r, that ſoft Rain falls, 

The thriving State looks freſh ; Domin'on proſpers, 

And parch'd Rebellion ſhuts her drowthy Gapings. 

Mercy is the becoming Smile of Janice; 

This make; her lovely, as her Rigour dreadful: 

Either, alone, defeQtive : — but when join'd, 

Like Clay and Water in the Potter's Hands, 

They mingle Influence, and together riſe, 

In Forme, which neither, ſeparate, cou'd Ley. 
Scroap. Well has his noble Grace of Exeter 

Declaim'd on Mercy Mercy is a Topic, 

Copious and fair; but Men, who counſel Monarchs, 

Muſt ſmile at naked Nature's moral Dreams, 


And, skill'd in manly Rigour, cat of Pity : 


Pity ! that Waſter of a Prince's Safety ! 

What! ſhall a Villain Hind defy his King; 

Spurn at his Laws, and then cry--iiclp me, Mercy ! 
I wou'd have v, d wy Sov'reign like a Slave, | 
And, therefore, mult have Mercy----Out upon't! 

* Tis the Prizff's Rattle! heay'n's Ambroftal Lie: ! 


Too thin a Foul for Mortals— en woad ſtarve 


| " yy +48 | 
Mercy is ſoit, indeed, as his Grace fays, 
And fo i: Rottenneſs in hoarded Fruit; 


Vet, is ſuch Softneſs jo far wide of adding 


o the Fruit's Value, that, if not cut of, 
It ſpreads Contavion, and o'er-runs the Sound. 


Gray. Th' Advice is juſt, and J ſtand up to ſecond it. 
Cambr. Ee cannot love the King, who counſels 


Mercy. | 
K. Hen. My Lords! Your too warm Love and 
Care of me, | 
Are heavy Oriſons againſt this Wretch : 
But, if ſmall Faults, ariſing from Diltemper, 
May not be wink'd at, how mult we ftretch our Eye, 
When capital, cool Crimes, ripe and digeſted, 


Shall come before us; We ll howe'er enlarge Him; 


Now, to our other Buſineſs---Our French Cares. = 
| | We 


reg 
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We have thought fit to name three new Commiſ- 
| ſioners, | 
For what, the written Cauſes here will ſhow : 

My Lord of Cambridge, there is one to you ? 

This, Scrosp, is yours? This yours, Sir Th:mas Gray! 
Read them and know, I know your Worthine's ! 

[Gives them the Dauphin's Leltere. 

Look! how they change! Why, how now, Geudle- 
„„ | 

What find you in thoſe Papers, that you has 

Loſe your Complexions ? | x 
_ Cambr. Sir, I confeſs my Fault; and tucre in vain, 
Now, to deny waat may be prov'd too plainly ! 

_ Gray. |, allo, oon my Guilt. 

Scr:op. We throw us on your Mercy, 
K. Hen. Mercy? Dare Mercy's Fees lay claim 
to Mercy ? . 

You muſt not dare, for ſhame, to think of Mercy 


Your own Advice turns ſhort upon yourſelves, 


And worries you, as Dogs devour their Maſters. 
Why ſhou'd you reap a Good, you envy Others? 
See you, my noble Lords, theſe E:2// Monſters ! 


My Lord cf Cambridge, here; you all remember, 


How he has ſhar'd our Favour ; — yet this Man 
Has, for a worchleſs Sum of ſhameful Gold, 
Conſpir'd to kill us, in the Cauſe of Frazce ! 

So has this Knight, tho' no 1-6 bound to us, | 
By Acts of Grace, than Combr;./;e--- Put, Lord Scrocp ! 
What ſhall I ſay to Thee? Pact, wan didſt bear 
The Key of all my Counſel: ? Thou, who might'ſt 
Have coin d my Crown out nato Gold, to ſerve tiiea! 
Canſt thou wiſh Death to H? Is it poſſiole, 
That foreign Hire can bribe my crop againſt me? 
If that vile Demon, who ſedug'd thee thus, 


Shou'd, with his Lion Gait, walk round the World, 


He might return and ſay to his fellow Fiends! 
I cannot, in my boundleſs Compaſs, find 
One Soul fo eaſy, as that Engiipman's ! 


O!] how haſt thou, with Jealouſy, infected 


T he Confidence of Friendſhip ?--A Guard here inſtantly! 
| = e-þ - Enter 
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| Enter a Guard. 
'Fouching our Perſon ſeek we no Revenge; 
But we our Kingdom's Safety muſt fo tender, 
Whoſe Ruin you have ſought, that to her Laws 
We mult deliver you Go, bear em hence. 


([ Exeunt Scroop, Cambridge and Gray, guarded. 


Fx-. This, as an Earnect of Heav'n's Favour, pro; 
miſes 1 
A glorious Iſſue of our noble Enterpriſe. 
. * — black a Treaſon, ſtrangely brought to 
light, i e >: 
Removes a dang'rous Rub, from Erzland's Way. 
| L Trumpet futnds, 
| Exeter, /ooking out. 
The Princeſs, in her Way to Aginconrt, 
Enters your Royal Camp, and paſſes nigh. 
Enter Princeſs, auith Charlot and Attendants. 
K. Hen. Inſtruct my Wiſhes, fair and generous 
Enemy ! „ 5 
What ſhall I do to thank you as I ought? 
You have, in ſpite of Fortune, conquer'd me, 
And I grow weak in Arms, as love grows ftronger. 
Prin. 'Tho' by the Duty which I owe my Country, 
F muſt perforce regard you as a Foe; | 
Yet cou'd I not permit ſuch Worth to fall 
By Treaſon, which by Arms I ought to with 
C'erthrown—but thou'd be glad to ſave, ev'n there. 
hk Hi. From Honour's Leſions I have learnt 
to know, | | 
That He, whole Life you ſav'd, ſhou'd live for you: 
| thonzht when, in ycur Father's Court, I trit 
Fed my devouring Eye with your Perfection ; 
thought, fond Novice, and unlearn'd in Love 
then felt Paſſion, which cou'd ne'er be heighten d; 
But now, inflam'd by growing Admiration, 
As I come nearer your amazing Excellence, 
Dazzled with Luftre, 1 adore your V irtue, 
Fee! your whole Inzuence, and am loft in Love. 


Pris. 
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Prin. Tt pleaſes me, that You thus own my Fa 


vour |! | 

This noble Gratitude adorns your Nature ; 
I hope I ſhall not vainly put to Trial 
This generous Temper of your Royal Soul : 
If I ain half fo dear to Henry's Withes, 
As his too-flatt'ring Tongue has painted me, 
He will not, cannot, then deny my Praver: 
Accept the J erms my Father lately offer d, 
And pay me back the Debt you owe my Care. 

K, _ ihat were to prove unworthy your Re- 

[ Alarm of Drums, Trampets, and Shouts. 


Enter Exeter. 


F xe. The Freuch advance, on ev'ry fide, upon ue, 
Spreading, like Mids, they cloud the neighb' ring 
Hills ! | „„ | 
The Dauphin heads them; and they come determin'd, 
Jo force us on a Battle. | 
Prin. Reftleſs Brother! 
Unhappy Accident! O! Royal Henry! 
How fhill my Wiles ſpeak, divided thus? 
Kind IJcav'n, at leait, watch o'er thy noble Perſon ! 
Ard ſhield thee from the Danger of the Battle. 
K. Hi. Ihe Night comes on; and 'twere a braver 
Part, e 
o have their Courage witneſs'd by the Morning. 
Madam ! vou fee, I am not fond of Blood, 
Your furious Brother throws himſelf upon me, 
And if his Country bleeds, He gives tne Wound: 
Mhate'er the doubtiu! Chance of War ma be, 
bear ſuch Memory of your Excellence. 
cannot die, but with me — Uncle of Extern“ 
Be it v ur Care to fee the Princets ate, 
io Aginrourt's near Ca lo lay vou live 
Long to adorn the World wich vour Perfections! 
Prin, Farewell! and if we never more muſt meet. 
Think 'tis our Fate, and not my Choice divides us. 
Exc Prince! Chariot, 044 Exeter. 
5 Eurer 
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Fnter Duke of York. 


K. Hen. Who's that? Good Tark. 
York. York, on his aged Knees, | 
Mott humbly begs, ſince the proud Foe comes on, 
He may command your Vanguard. 
K. Her. Gallant York / | 
Take, and enjoy, with Glory, thy brave Wiſh: 
Night's fab'e Scene is now ſo cloſely drawn, 
The Foe, however raſh, muſt wait the Dawn ; 
1 hen Skill in Arm aſſiſt my lab'ring Brain, 
And give that Conqueſt Valour ſcarce cou'd gain . 
rhe Souls of Leaders muſt inſpire their Bands, 
For all War's Fate lies in the Gen'ral's Hands. 
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ACT V, SCENE XL 


SCENE, a large Champian, with the 

Caſtle of Agincourt at a Diſtance : on the 
one Side, the Englith Camp ; on the other, 
the French. 5 


Euler, on the French Side, the Dauphin, Orleans, and 
| —_— ES 
BO UR BO x. 


NAV never go about to diſpute it; 'tis the beft 
Armour in the World. 1 


Horſe oi his Due. 

Dau. Will it never be Morning! My Lords 
of Orleaus and Bourbon ! you tals of Horſe and Ar- 
mour ; I'll not change my Horſe for a Diadem — 
Cha-ha — Cha-ha he bounds from the Earth, 
as if his Entrails were Hares! he's the Horſe of the 
Mules! the Pegaſus ! — with Noltrils of Fire ! when 
J once get aitride him, I ſoar! I'm a Hawk! — He 
trots thro” the Air; the Earth ſings when he touches it, 
auch the baſeit Horn of hie Hoot is mo: e muſical than 
te Harp of he. 


yy 


O.. He's ot the C 


olour of a Nutmeg. 


Dau. And of the Heat of the Ginger ! Tis a Beaſt 
The dull. 
Elements of Water and Farth, never appear in him, 
bit only in patient Sdilneſs, while I mount him j — 
A is indeed a Horſe, aud all others of his Kind, you 


for a Perſeus ! pure Air, aid Fire! 


ma call Jadas. | 


Dor. 


Or. The Armour is excellent; but then rob not my 
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Bur. Indecd, my Lord! it is a molt abſolute, and 
excellent Horſe 


Dau. He is the Prince of Palfrys ; — His 


Neigh, is, Iike the Bidding of a Monarch, and hs 
Countenance enforces Homage. 

Or. Well, but enough of him, Coufin ! 

Dau. Pha! — The Man has no Wit, who can't, 
from the rifing of the Lark, to the Lodging of the 
Lamb, vary delerv'd Praiſes on my Palfry ! the Theme 
is as fluent as the Sea! Turn the Sand- into eloquent 


Tongues, and my Horſe will be Argument for them 


All! Will it never be Day? [ will trot him 
to morrow, a Mile and a half, and my Way ſhall be 
pav'd with E2g/7þ Faces. 
Del. I woud it were Morning; for I wou'd fain be 
about the Ears of the Ee | 

ir. Who'll go to Huzurd with me for twenty Pri- 
foncrs ? | 


Dau. Alas, poor Harry He longs not for the 


Dawning, as we do! What a wieiched, peeviſh, 


Fellow is this King of Ezzia:4, to mone with his 
fat - brain'd Followers, ſo far out of his Kknow- 
ledge? | 


 Orl. If the Exgliſ had any Apprehenfion, they 
wou'd run away. - | 5 

Beur. That Iſland of Eglaud breeds very valiant 
Maſtiffs ! 
Dau. Fooliſh Currs! -——— that run winking in- 
o the Mouth of a Bear, and hare their Heads 
cruſu'd, like a rotten Apple; you may e'en as well 
ſay, tis a valiant Flea, that dares breakfai on the 
Lip of a Lion. 

Or. Juſt !— Juſt ! and the Men, too, are 
much akin to the Maſtiffs! ——— rough, and ro- 
buſt, in coming on; but they leave all their Wit 
with their Wives; _—— And then give them great 
Meals of Beef, and Iron, and Steel, and they'll eat 
lixe Wolves, and fight like Devils. 


Dau. Ay; but theſe Engliſb are ſhrewdly out of 
Beef Come, now we'll in, tis about two o Clock, 


And 
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And — let me ſee by Ten, 
We ſhall have, Each, a hundred Exgliſmen. [Excunt. 


Euter King Henry, from the French Side. 


K. Heu. Willing to view em near, I 've been en- 
danger'd | 
Peyond a Leader' Prudence -— Here am ſafe: 
Let me look back awhile, and pauſe for Thought, 


The Night wears off with flow and heavy Pace; 
Now, creeping Murmur and the poring Dark, 
Fill the wide Veſſel of the Univerſe : 
From Camp to Camp, thro' the 7hic% de of Night, 
The Hum of Either Army ſtiily ſounds! 
The outtix'd Centinels almo't receive 
The ſecret Whiſpers of Each others Watch : 
Fire anſwers Fire; and thro' their paly Flames, 
Each Battle fees the Other's umber'd Face 

teed threatens Steed in high and boaitful Neigh, 
Piercing the Night's dull Ear: and from the Tents, 
The Armourers, accompliſhing the Chiets, 
With Clnk of Hammers cloſing Rivets up, 
G.ve dreadful Note of Preparation: 

he Country Cocks crow round us mournful Bel! 
From diitance, ſend their ſlow and ſolemn Sounds — 
The luſty French invite the drowſy Morning; 
Proud of their Numbers, and ſecure in Soul, 
They the low-rated Exgliſ play at Dice for: 
My poor, condemn'd, and thoughtful Followers 
Sit, patiently, round their {mail watchiul Fires, 
And inly raminate the Morning's Danger: 
Their lank, lean Cheeks, fad Air, and War- worn Coats, 
Frefent them to the diſtant gazing Moon 
So many horrid Ghoſts Ch! Thou Supreme! 
Thou! in whoſe Hand alone lie, Victory! 
Thou Maker of the Soul, that bows before tnce ? 
Judge 'twixt my Foes and me — If thou decreeit 
Jo bless me with the Pow'r of bleſſing others, 
Preſerve my Lite, for all my People's Safety ! 
But, if my Death can free my dear-lov'd Country 
| From 
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From any deep Dittreſs my Life might cauſe her, 
Oh, then! accept Me, as my Subjects Sacrifice. 
And I have liv'd enough. Safe, in thy Hands, 
I reſt. Receive me, if I'm dcom'd to fall! 
And, if to triumph, guide me 


| [ Ext. 
Enter Duke of York and Soldiers, meeting Exeter 


and <5ldiers. 


Verk. Stand! Who goes there? 
Exe. The Duke of Ex. ter. Ry 
York. Saw you the King, my Lord? 
Exe. He, Royal Captain of our ruin'd Band! 
Walks out from Watch to Watch, from Ten: to Tent, 
Bids all good Morrow, with a gentle Smile, 
And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countrymen : 
Upon his Royal Face there is no Nate, | 
How dread an Army has ſurrounded lim ; 
Nor does he dedicate one Jot of Colour 
To the o'erwatch'd and weary Night-—— but looks 
Freſh and Serene, and covers Apprehenſion 
With chearful Air, and ſmiling Majeſty ; 
That every Wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholding Him, plucks Comfort from his Looks. 
York. — Oh! He's a noble King! Good Heaven. 
protect Him 3 
Of fighting Men 'T hey have full Sixty-thouſand 
Exe. That's five to one—Beſides they are all freſh! 
Tork. Heaven's Arm ſtrike with us ! —"Tis a fear fil 
Odds ! 
O! Exeter, farewel ! Fmbrace we cloſe, 
If we no more meet, till we meet in tienen, 
Then joy fully, my noble Friend and Brother 
Adieu, tor ever! 
Exe. Noble York, farewell! | 
O, that we now had here but one Ten thouſar d 
Of thoſe in England, who do no Work: today! 


Enter King Henry. 


K. Hen. Whence was that fruidef With ? my Us. 
cle Exeter 


L! 
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No! my good Uncle! If we are mark'd to die, 
We are enough for Loſs ! — and, if to live, 
The fewer Men, the greater Share of Honour ! 
I am not covetous of Gold or Plunder, 

Gay outward Things dwell not in my Deſires: 
4 But if it be a Sin to covet Honour, 
T am the moſt offending Soul alive. 
No; pr'ythee, wiſh not one Man more from England; 
Let eaſy Paſs ports make the fearful ſafe. — 
We wou'd not die in that Man's Company, 
Who fears his Fellowſhip to fall with us ; 
Uncle! what Day is this? | 

Exe. St. Criſpin's Day. 

K. Hen. He who outlives this Day, and comes ſafe 
| Home, 
Will rouſe him, at St. Cyiſin's well known Name; 
The Man, who ſees this Day, and lives old Age, 

Shall yearly, on the Vigil, feaſt his Neighbours, 
And ſay, to-morrow is St. C/iſin's Day ! 
Then will he ftrip his Sleeve, and ſhow his Scars, 
Old, as he ſhall be then, he'll not forget 
What Feats he did this Puy Then fhall our Names, 
Familiar in his Mcuth, as Houſnold Words, 
Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, 
Mararich and Talbot, Salisbu tn, Terk, and G. her 
Be, in his flowing Cops, freſii, remember'd! 
This Story ſhall the Good Man teach his Son, 
And Crijpin's Day, hencefortu, hall ner go by, 
But we ſhall be remember d in it We, 
We few, we happy Few ! we Fand of Prothers! 
For He, to-day, who ſheds his EGO „ n me, 
Shall be my Brother, be he ne'cr lo mean 
Exe. Now ſhall our Country 
Danger, 
Worthy Her Warrior's Wilkes, 
K. Her. Out-number'd, as ud gte, Leyond Proportion, 
Jolely to truſt our Vatour, v oe but Eatlngs ! | 


»./ 


b . 
s Courage meet 2 


Diſcretion weighs the utmoi: Gram ot Hanger ; | 
The Ground we cover, by von \ iliage ſer”, þ 
Secures cur Rear z—On either blank, trons Holes, i 


Aid 
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And deep trench'd Ditches guard us from Approach: 
Line theſe with choſen Band- of Engliſb Archers, 

And let Sir Walter Orpirgt;n command them; 

Cloſe let them ſhrowd their Terrcr, till the French, 
Strong in ferce Cavalry, come pouring on, | 
To break our Front: Then let our Archers rife, 
And drifted Clouds of Death-wing'd Arrows gall 
Their open Flak Hence will Diſorder follow, 
And, ſpreading dreadful, mix their Troops together: 
Be that, brave 15:4! the Signal for Your Ontet ; 
Furious, attack. and making Inroad thro” them, 

O'er the caſt Horſemen, break upon their Foot, 

And tread down Number, weakned by Confuſion : 
What more we wou'd have done, ſhall, as we paſs, 
Be order d:— This Way, Uncle Exeter ! [ Exeunt, 


Erte, Orleans and Bourbon. 


Orl. Well! Couſin Bourbon, is the Foe embatti d?) 

Bour. When will the long' d-for Trumpet found to 
. : 

Do but behold yon poor and half ſtarv'd Bard, 

Our Show dreſs'd War will fuck away their Souls, 

And leave them but the Shells the Husks cf Men 

There is not Work to buſy half our Hands; 

Scarce Blood enough in all their fickly Vems, 

To give each Sword a Stain—we need but blow on eim. 

The Vapour of our Valour will o'erturn 'em. 

Orl. lis poſitive, beyond Exception, Couiin ! 
That our ſuperfluous Crowds, who ſwarm unutetu!, 
About our Square of Battle, were enough 
To clear the Field of ſuch a weakned Foe, 


Enter the Dauphin. 


Dau. Sound out the Note to mount, Ha, ha, ha — 
Couſins ! ( Scund to Hor je 
Yan Iiland Carrions, deſperate of their Bones, 
Ifl-favour'dly become the Morning Field. 
Their ragged Curtains poo:ly are let Icoſe, 
And our Air ſhakes them, paſang icornfully : 
Big Mars ſeems Bankrupt, in their beggar'd tiof, 


A7 
4 IK, 
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Ard, faintly, thro' a ruſty Bever peeps : 
Their Horſemen fit unmov'd, — and the poor Jades 
Lob down their Heads, drooping the Hide and Hips; 
Ard in their pale, dull Mouths, the moldy Bit 
Lies foul, with chew'd Graſs, ſtill, and motionleſs ; 
And their Executors, the knaviſh Crows, 
Fly o'er them, all impatient for their Hour. 
Bur. They've ſaid their Pray'rs, poor Rogues! and 
liay for Leath. : 
OV. In mere Compaſſion, we ſhould ſend them 
Dinners ; - 
Theſe Erg/:/ hate to die with empty Stomachs. 
Dau. Sec! my Guard waits me yonder ! — On, to 
the Field ! 
Come, the Sun's high, and we outwear the Day. 
| [ Excurt. 


Saund of a Charge, with Drums, Trumpets, &c. 
The Genius of England riſes, and ſings. 
Earth of Albion! open wide. 
And give thy ring Genius way ! | 
Savel] avith the Trumpet, and triumph with Pride, 
At the glorious Renown of this Day! 
Look ! behold ! the marching Lines ! 
See ! the dreadful Battle joins ! 
Hark ! like tæus Sens, the ſhouting, Armics meet “ 
' Echoing Hills the Sh:uck ee 
Hud the Lale rinzs beneath their riſetng Feet. 


Now, hoarſe ard ſullun berts the dad, diep Dun, 
And muurns in fad, flow Sur the Overcome ! 
Nov, thickning loud, inſilus the Ranks, that yicld, 

Aud rolls a rumblins Thani r, reund the Field! 

Nox the Trumpet's fi, Ce enliwins Deſpair, 
And, in Circles of Foy, jets, oelarming in Air! 

Till the Wind, become mi, i, charms, as it blows, 

Aud inflames, and arwaicis, the Faes 1 1 

ar ..: 


— 
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Hark ! Hark ! 
The Day is won ! 

They bend ! they break ! the fainting Gauls give avay ! 
And yicla, reluctant, to their Victor s Sway ! 
Happy Albion ! — flrong to gain 


Let Union teach Thee, net to ain in wain ! 
Enter in Confufren, Dauphin, Orleans, and Bourbon. 


Dar. Death to ny Hopes! All is confounded, All! 
Reproach, ard everiaſting Shame, 
Sit mocking en or: Plumes! O! damn'd Witch, 
| Fortune] 
Let us not run away. 
O7. Why, All our Ranks are broke. 5 
Bear. O! Shame, beyond Example? Let us ſtab 
curſelvos! | | 
| Are theſe the Wretches, whom we play'd at Dice for ? 
Or/. L. this the King, we ſent to, for his Ranſom ? 
Dau. S ie, and Eternal Shame! Nothing, but 
Shame! 5 1 0 5 
Let us, once more, fly in, ruth back again; 
Diſorder, that has ſpoil'd, beiricnd us now: 
Let us, on Heaps, go die, and hide our Enemy. 
Bour. We are enough yet living in the Field, 
To {mother up the Enxgliſb in our Threng, 
If a Order might be thought upon. | 
Dau. Confound all Order now 1 the Prefs. 
Let Life be ſhort, or Shame will be too lor . Excuut, 


"tis done! 


After another Alarm, Enter King Henry, Exeter, 
and 8 al ess . 


Exe. The Duke of Io commends him to your 
Majeſty. | | = 

K. Her. Lives He, good Uncle ! — Thrice, within 
this Hour, es 

I faw him down, thrice up again, and fighting; 

From Helmet to the Spur, all Blood He was. 

Exe. In which Array, brave Soldier! now he lier, 
Hack'd, and trod in, by the o'e: trampling Horie, 
Larding the Plain ;——and by his bloody Side, _ 

| ike. 


Voke· fellow to his Honour - giving Wounds, 
The noble Earl of Suf7/k alto lies: 
Su fee firit dy d; and 707k, all haggled over, 
Comes to him, where, inſteep'd in Gore he lay. 
And graſps him by the Neck kiſles the Gaſhes, 
That bloodily did yawn upon his Face; 
Then, cries aloud, Stay for me, Couſin S 
My Soul ſhall keep thine Company to Heaven, 
As in this glorious, and well fought Field, 
e kept together :——On theſe Words, I came, 
And cheer'd him up; He frnil'd me in the Face, 
Reoch'd me his Hand, and with a feeble Gripe, 
Saw, Dear my Lord! commend me to my Sovereign! 
Greaning, he turn'd, and over Ss Neck 
He threw his wounded Arm, and k.!>' his Lips; 
Ard ſo, eſpous d to Death, ſeal'd with his Blood 
A Teſtament of noble- ending Love 
The moving and ſweet Manner of it, forc'd 
A Flood of Grief, which I wou'd fain have ſtop d, 
Eut had not left ſo much of Man about me; 
For all my Mother came into my Eyes, 
And cave me up to Tears. 

K. Ilan. I blame You not; 
For, hearing this, I muſt, perforce, compound 
With wat'ry Eyes, or mine wall guſh out too. 


Enter Bourbon. 


Fxe. The Duke of Bourbon, from the French, my 


Liege! 

R. In. Come you again for Ranſom? 

Bour. No, Great King! 
J come icr free, and charitable Licence, 
That we may wander o'er this bloody Fic!?, 
To book our Dead ; and ere we bury them, 
To fort our Nobles from our common Men; 
1 his my firſt Errand, Sir: 


His Highneſs, the Prince Dauphin, comes to greet You, 


And wou'd, if ſo Your Majetty permits, 
Propoſe new Terms, and meet in friendly Parley. 
R. Hen. Our Ear is even open to the Call 
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Of honourable Peace He has ſafe Conduct. 


Enter the Dauphin, „he Princeſs Catharine, 
and Orleans. 


Dau. Once gore victorious, and high-fated Perry, 

We meet Our Sitter, anxious after Pence, 

And our dre:d Sovereign, and Imperial Father, 

Committins to our Care the Publick Safety, 

We come, vich mighty tho! unwilling Wonder, 

 Toown the Hard of jleaven in V our Succef: : 

Ten-thouſand F cnc lie, hreathleſ, on yon Field, 

Of whom, but ſixteen hundred Common Men! 

On Your Side, if the ſtrange Report not crrs, 

Beſides the Duke of 7:4 and Eul of &, 

None elſe of Name—— and of all other Mien, 

But five and twenty — Heaven ! thy Arn: was here ! 

When in plain Shock, and even Play of Lattle, 

Was ever known ſo great, fo tie Loſs? | 

But we've not loft to i o the Shame of Loſing, 

Is overpaid by uch a Wictor's Glory. 

Stand in my Flace ; Be Regent over France, 

Ev'n while my Father lives. ind when his Days 

Reach their nigh Period, Reign — and join the King- 

doms ! 

Take my lov's Siſter, and be happy, Ever! 

For me, prophetic Hope foreſhows me Comfort 

I ſhall not long ſurvive my ſquander'd Fame. 

Sitter! ſar2wel ;z—— the he we leave to You. | 
| | | | [Exit Dauphin. 
K. Her, The Prince, high - minded, wells with 

gen rous Sorrow, 

Ard 'rwere to injure him, to urge him back. 
ow, fince I call theſe matchleis Beauties mine, 

Perce ſhall breals out, and, with enliv ning Luſtre, 

Chate molt APE tion from the Widows ie; 

All ſl. ou'd be b'ef'e, and gay, when You thus [mile ; 

Nature thou'd dance with Joy, when Love, and Peace, 

Thus twin'd together, ſhade the ſhelter'd World. 

Priz. O] Noble Henry ! ſpite of that Eſteem. : 

Thy glitt'ring Virtues ſtrike my wond ring Soul v ex 

| Ome 
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Some Sighs mult be allow'd to fad Reflexion. 
How dear our promis'd Joys have coit my Countr v. 

K. H n. The tender oe becomes thy gentle Nature; 
Compaſſion is the humblett Caim of Miſery, 
And They, who feet not Pity-- taite not Love. 
Uncle of £xcter “ ſend out, to top 
Purſuit. and ſtav the & and of Deſolation: 
We mult not va ea Country, we have won; 
Command, that in their undiſſolv'd Array, 
Our Foot kneel humbly, and our Horſemen bow, 
And, eie they take tueir Ref, pay Heav'n its Due. 


Thus have our Arms triumphant purchas'd Fame, 
And war'ike Eualunſ boaſts a dreudful Name; 
O] that the bright La mple might inſpire! 
And teach my Country not to waſte her Fire 
But, ſhunning Fa-tion and Dome tic Hite, 
Bend All her Vigour, to advance her State. 


—— — — 


EPILOGUE, 


Spoke by Mrs. OLD FIELD. 


Vg, I, Sirs! bow France,of Old, was got: 
And, now, I' tell ye, why wwe kept it not | 
This Hero's Ser and Heir, —— no warring Ranger! 
Low d Grace, obey'd his Wife, and hated Danger. | 

Our Harry feaght, all Day, and ſlept, all Night: 

Nor dreamt of gentler Foys than thoſe of Fight. 1 
7% bold, in War, His Feats, in Love, were faint ! 3 
Aud this fam'd Champion gave the World a Saint! © 
There was a Blfs ! ——Oh ! haw was Kate miſtaken ! f 
Such t hund ring Fame muſt mighty Hopes awwater : 
But, tir'd with & ion, Her Heroic Lover | 

Was found, in Peace, and Wedlock, no great Mover. 


There lay the Guilt : mr went unpunifhd, long, 
Weak e the Son was, his Il Fate awas ſtrong. 
Urg'd by ſack Reins, and. quite broke looſe, at laſt, 
The Horſe of Pow'r th' unequal Rider, caſt. 
Then roſe Diviſion, Faction and Debate: 
And That rank Wed, Rebellion, ch d the State, 
Plunder was Law; and Force, on bath ids, Right; 
And Rogucs in Red raviti'd, a:ith all their Might! 
 IVidews, and Ni ves, were tas“ d. to their ſull ill: 
And flubbarn M ids avere ——plews'd, again ir Will. 
N Plots, to Hood uin Horn, avere, thin. of ie : 
For the xchole Sex made One all;w'd Friſe: 
Why Dear, what telt tort ?—T wa vexd, 
Put —had not been ſo ierv'd, had Y 94 been 
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Now, for ſome grave Inſtruction, from the Play, 
To ſend you, warn d, as well as pleas'd, away ! 
I Ho, by the Moes of a weak Prince's Rule, 
Learns not, to bleſs the ſteddy, brave, and cool? 
All, that a Kingdom feels, of good, or ill, 
She oxves, to her King's Weakneſs, or his Skill: 
Still, what the Monarch is, fill, ſuch the State, 
Fir a King's Conduct, 75 his People's Fate. 
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TO HIS 
GRacezg the DUKE 
: OF 


Dueensberry and Dover, Marquiſs 


of Beverley, &c. 


My Lozp, 


HA E long lain under the — Obliga: 
BY tions to Your Grace's Family, and nothing 
has been more in my Wiſhes, than that 1 
might be able to diſcharge ſome Part, at 
= leatt, of fo large a Debt. But your Noble 
Birth and Fortune, the Power, Number and Goodneſs of 
thoſe Friends You have already, have placed You in ſuch 
an Independency on the reſt of the World, that the Ser- 
4 to Your Grace can never be ad- 
— I am ſure not neceſſary, to You in any Part of 
However, the next Piece of Gratitude, and 
8 am capable of, is the Acknowled t of 
what I owe: And as this is the moſt public, and indeed 
the only Way I have of doing it, Your Grace will 


me if I take this Opportunity to let the World know the 


Duty and Honour I had for your Illuftrious Father. lt is, 
) muſt confeſs, a very tender Point to touch upon; and ar 
the firſt Sight may ſeem an ill-choſen Compliment, to re- 


new the of ſuch a Loſs, eſpecially to a Diſpoſition 


{> ſweet and gentle, and to a Heart fo ſenfible of filial Piety 
as Your Grace's has been, even from Your earlieſt Child- 
hood. But perhaps this is one of thoſe Griefs by which 
the Heart may be made better ; and if the Remembrance 
of his Death bring Heavineſs along with it, the Honour 


that is paid to his Memory by alt Men, ſhall wi 

away thoſe Tears, and 2 Life ſet beſche 
your Eyes, ſhall be of the gr Dot our om to Your 
Grace in the ConduRt and future Diſpoſition 
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DEDICATION. 

In a Character fo amiable as ttat of the Duke OY EExNS- 
BEXRY Wil, there can be no Patt ſo proper to begin with, 
a> that which was in him, and is in all good Men, the 
Foundation of all other Virtues, either Religious or Civil, 
{ mean Good-natme: Good-nature, which is Friendſhip 
between Man and Man, Good Breeding in Courts, Cha- 
rity in Religion, and the true Spring of all Beneficence in 
general. This was a Quality he poſſeſs'd in as great a 
Meaſure as any Gentleman I ever had the Houour to know. 


It was this natural Sweetneſs of Temper, which made him 


the beſt in the World to live with, in ary Kind of Relation. 
it was this made him a good Maſter to his Servants, a good 
Friend to his Friends, and the tendereſt Father to his Chil- 
dren, For the laſt, I can have no better Voucher than 
Yeur Grace ; and for the reit, | may appeal to all that 


have had the Honour to know bim. There was a Spirit and 


Pleaſure in his Converſation, which always enliven'd the 


Company he was in; which, together with a certain Ea- 
nneſs and Frankneſs in his Diſpoſition, that did not at all 
dierogate from the Dignity of his Birth and Character, ren- 
der d him infinitely agreeable. And as no Man had a more 


delicate Taſte of natural Wit, his Converſations always 
abounded in Good-humour. | 

For thoſe Parts of his Character which related to the 
Public, as he was a Nobleman of the firſt Rank, and 


a Miniſter of State, they will be Left known by the 


great Employments ke paſs d though; all which he diſ- 


charg'd wo-thily as to himſelf, juſily to the Princes who 


employ'd him, and advantageouſly for his Country. There 
is no Occaſton to enumerate his ſeveral Employments, 


as Secretary of State, for Scotland in part cular, tor Britain 
in general, or Lord High Commiſſic ner ot Scotland; which 


laſt Office he bore more than once; but at no Time more 
honowably, and (as L hope) more happily, both for the 

preſent Age, and for Poſterity, than when he laid the Foun- 
dation for the Britiſ Union. The Conflancy and Addreſs 
which he manifeſled on that Oecaſion, are ſtill freſh in every 


body's Memory; and perhaps when our Children ſhall reap 


thoie Bent ſits from that Work which ſome People do not 
torefee and hope for now, they may remember the Duke 


. of QUEEXSBFuRY with thatGratitud-, which ſuch a Piece 


ot Service done to his Country deſerves. 


He 
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He ſhew'd upon all Occaſions a ſtrict and immediate 
Attachment to the Crown, in the legal Service of which 
no Man could exert himſelf more dutifully nor more ftre- 
nuouſly: and at the ſame time no Man gave more bold 
and more generous Evidences of the Love he bore to kis 
Country. Of the latter the:e can be no better Proof 
than the Share he had is the late happy Revolution; nor 
of the tormer, than that dutiful Reſpect and unfhaken Fi- 

delity which he preſerved for her preſent Majeſty, even to 
his laſt Moments. | 7 
Wich fo many good and great Qualities, it is not at all 
ſtrange that he poſſeſs' d ſo Lige a Share, as he was known 
ta have, in the Elteem of the Queen, and her immediate 
Predeceſſor; no- that thoſe great Princes ſhould repoſe the 
higheſt Confidence ia him: And at the ſame Time what a 
Pattern has he left behind for the Nobility in general, and 
for Your Grace in particular to copy after ! 

Your Grace will forgive me, if my Zeal for Your Wel- 
fare and Honour (which no Body has more at Heart than 
myſelf) ſhall preſs You with ſome more than ordinary 
Warmth to the Imitation of Your noble Father's Virtues. 
You have, my Lord, man t Advantages which may 

You to go on in Purſuit of R ; it 
has God to give You naturally that Sweetneſs of 
Temper, which, as | have before hinted, is the Founda- 
tion of all good Inclinations. You have the Honour to 
de born, not only of the greateſt, but of the beſt Parents; 
ofa Gentleman generally belov'd, and generally lamented ; 
and of a Lady adorn'd with all Virtues that enter into the 
Character of a good Wife, an admirable Friend, and a moit 
indulgent Mother. The natural Advantages of Your Mind 
have = cultivated by the moſt proper Arts and Manners 
of Education. You have the Care of many noble Friends, 
and eſpecially of an excellent Uncle, to watch over You in 
the Tenderneſs of Your Youth. You ſet out among the 
firſt of Mankind, and I doubt not but Your Virtues will be 
equal to the Dignity of Your Rank. 

That I may live to ſee Your Grace eminent for the Love 
of Your Country, for Your Service and Duty to yuur 
Prince, and, in convenient Time, adorn'd with all 4 
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Honours that have ever been conferr'd | Yeur 
Noble Family : That You may be diſtinguiſt'd to Poſte- 
rity, as the braveſt, greateſt, and beſt Man of the Age 
You live in, is the hearty Wiſh, and Prayer of, 


| | MY LORD, 
| 


| Your Grace mef! Obedjent, ard 


| woff Faithful, Humble Srway, 


N. ROWE. 
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e by Mr: WILKS: 


» if you have brought your 55 Fag. 
Ted you with a downright liſh — 
A Tale, — fold long fince in hemely w_ 
Hath newer fail d ef melting gentle Eyes. 
Let no mce Sir 2 rſs Dame, 
| Becauſe recording Ballads chant ber Name; 
Thoſe venerable antient Song Enditers 
Soar'd many à Pitch abode our Modern Writers: 
They catteruaul'd in no Romantic Bug. 
Sigbing for Phillis's, or Cloe's Pity 


| Juſt ly hs drew the Fair, nd fuk her Plain, 


E, 


And ſung ber by ber Chriſt an Name——— txvas Jane. 


Our Numbers may be more — d than thoſe, 
But what ws ain — Verſe, we've loft in Proſe. 
Therr Words no Sh — Meaning knew, 
Their Speech was 7 ly, | but their Hearts Were true. 
= ſuch an Age, Immortal Shakeſpear wrote, 
Rates, nor hamperimg Critics taught ; 
2 rough Majeſtic Force he mov'd the Heart, 
And Strength and Nature made amends for Art. 
Our humble Author ces his Steps purſue, „ 
He owns he had the —— ; 
And in the Scenes has made it more his Care 
To rome the Paſſions, than to charm the Ear. 
Tet for thoſe geutle Beaux auh love the Chime, - 
The Ends of Acts ſiill gingle into Rhime. 
The Ladies 0, be hopes, will not cc 
Here are ſeme Subjetts jor a ſofter Strain, 
A N;mph forſaken, and a perjur'd S1vain. 
What meft be fears, i it, leaft the Dames ſbould fr 
The Dames of Wit and Pleaſure abcut Teen, 
20 ſee our Picture drawn, unlike their on. 
But left that Error. aul provcke to Fury 
The bcſpitable Hundred. ef Old Drury, 
He bid me ſay, in our Jane Shore's Defence, 
She dell d about the charitable Pence, 
Bali tals, turn d Saint, and dy'd long fince. 
For ber „ whatſoe er Ive make it, 
They bade ther Choice to let alone or take it, 
7 ho few, as I conceive, will think it meet, 
70 weep fo fore), for a Sin ſo feceet : 
Or mourn and martify the pleaſant Senſe, 
To riſe in 7 eech — Ages 
* 


Dramatis 


Oceaſion of this Tragedy 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Several Lords of the Council, Guards, and Attendants. 


SCENE LONDON. 


| Advertiſement to the Reader. 


TAKE thisOp ity to acknowledge the Favour of 
ſeveral Copies of Verſes that have been ſefit to me on 
: I take it for granted, that the 
greateſt Part of them were not defign'd, by the Authors, 
to be made public, fince they did not think fit to let me 
know to whom I was obliged. ; 

N. ROWE. 
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Aer i SCENE L 
SCENE the Tower. 
Euter the Duke of Gloſter, Sir Richard Ratcliffe, and Cateſby. 
| —_ GLOSTER. 3 
H Us far Succeſs attends u our Counſels, 
= And each Event has GR ts my with ; | 
2 r The Queen and all her upſtart Race are quell'd; 
_ XX 


Dorſet is baniſh'd, and her Brother Rivers | 
E'er this lies ſhorter by the Head at Pomfrer, 

The nobles have with joint Concurrence nam'd me 
Protector of the Realm: My Brother's Children, 
Young Edward and the little York, are ludg'd 
Here, ſafe within the Tower. How ſay you, Sirs, 
Does not this Bufineſs wear a lucky Face ? 
Ihe Scepter and the Golden Wreath of Royalty 
Seem hung within my Reach. 

Ratcl. Then take m to you, 
And wear em long and worthily : you are 
The laſt remaining Male of princely York, 
(For Edward's Bays, the State eſteems not of em.) 
Aud therefore on your Sov'reignty and Rule | 
The Common-Weal does her ance make, 
And leans upon your Highneſs? able Hand. 

Car. And yet to morrow does the Counſel meet 
To fix a Day for Edward's Coronation. 
Who can expound this Riddle ? 

Glo?. That can I. | 
Thoie Lords are each one my approv'd grod Friends, 
Of ſpecial 'Trult and Nearneſs to my Boſom; 4 
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And how ſoe ver buſy they may ſeem, 

And diligent to buſtle in the State, 
Their Zeal goes on no farther chan we lead, 
And at our bi ſtays. 

Cat. Vet there is one, 
And he amongſt the Foremoſt in his Power, 
Of whom I wiſh your 9 were aſſur d. 
For me, 2 it is my Nature's Fault, 
I own I doubt of his inclining much. 
Sh. Igueſs the Man at whom your Words wou'd point: 
Haſtings 
Cat. The ſame. | | 
 Glep. He bears me great good Will. 
Cat. Tis true, to you, as to the Lord Protector 

And Glfter's Duke, he bows with lowly Service: 

But were he bid to cry, God fave King Richard, 

Then tell me in what Terms he would reply. 

Believe me I have prov'd the Man and found him : 

I know he bears a moſt religious Reverence 

To his dead Maſter Edward's Royal Memory, 

And whither that may lead him, is moſt plain. 

Yet more One of that ſtubborn Sort he is, 

Who, if they once grow fond of an Opinion, 

They call it Honour, Honeſty, and Faith, 

And Than art with Life than let it go. 

Sl. A 4 yet this tough impracticable Heart, 

Is govern'd by a — Girl; | 
Such Flaws are found in the moſt worthy Natures ; 
A laughing, toying, wheedling, whimpering She 
Shall make him amble on a Goſſip's Meſſage, 
And take the Diſtaff with a Hand as patient 
As e er did Hercules. 
Nat. The fair Alicia, ; 
Of noble Birth and exquiſite of Feature, 
Has held him long a Vaſſal to her 
Cat. I fear, he fails in his Allegiance there; 

Or my Intelligence is falſe, or elſe 
The Dame has been too Javiſh of her Feaſt, 
And fed him till he loaths. 

Ce. No more, he comes. 

| Enter Lord Haſtin 

L. Haſt. Health ano the — of many Days 

Attend upon your Grace. Ge. 


JANE SHORE. 


Glo/t. My good Lord Chamberlain 
Ware much beholden to your gentle Friendſhip, 
L. Haß. My Lord, I come an humble Suitor to you. 
Glofe. In right good time. Speak out your Pleaſure trec: x. 
L. Haff. I am to move your Highneſs in behalf 
Of Shore's unhappy Wife. 
Gloft. Say you? of Shore ? 


L. Haf?. Once a bright Star that held her Place oa high: 


The firſt and faireſt of our Ezg/þ Dames, 

While Royal Edward held the Sov'reign Rule. 

Now ſunk in Grief, and pining with Deſpair, 

Her waining Form no longer ſhall incite 

Envy in Woman, or Deſire in Man. 

She never ſees the Sun, but thro” her Tears, 

And wakes to lich the live- long Night away. | 
6. Marry! the Times are y chang'd with her. 

From Faward's Days to theſe. Then all was Jollity, 

Feaſting and Mirth, light Wantonneſs and Laughter, 

Piping and Playing, Minſtrelſy and Mafquing ; - 

Till Life fled from us like an idle Dream, 

A Shew of Mommet:y without a Meaning. 

My Brother, Reſt and Pa don to his Soul, 

Js gone to his Account, for this his Minion, 

The Revel- rout is done But you were ſpeaking 

Concerning her I have been told that you 

Are frequent in your Viſitation to her. 


I. Haſt. No farther my good Lord, than friendly Pity, 


And tender hearted Charity allow. 
Glaſt. Go to: I did not mean to chide you for it. 

For, ſooth to ſay, I hold it noble in you » 

To cheriſh the Diſtreſs'I——On with your Tale. 

I.. Haß. Thus is it, gracious Sir, that certain Ofi-ers 

Cüng the Warrant of your mighty Name, 

With Infolence unjuſt, and lawleſs Power, 

Have feiz'd upon the Lands, which late ſhe held 

By Grant f.om her great Maſter Ed:vard's Bounty. 
Claſt. Som2what of this, but ſlightly, have I heard; 

And tho' ſome Counſellors of forward Zeal, ks 

Same of moſt ceremomous Sanctity, | | 

And bearJed Wiſdom, often have provok'd 

The Hand of Juftice to fall heavy on her; 

Yer ftill in kind Compaſſion of her Weakneſs, 


FIRE "ITY 
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And tender Memory of Edward's Love, 
I have with-held the pry wag 6 — Law 
i doing Outrage on her helpleſs Beauty. 
Heav'n, who renders Mercy back We | 
r handed Bounty ſhall repay you : 
This gentle Deed ſhall fairly be ſet foremoſt, 
To ſcreen the wild Eſcapes of lawleſs Paſſion, 
And the long Train of Frailties Fleſh is Heir to. 
Gloft. Thus far, the Voice of Pity pleaded only: 
Our farther and more full Extent of Grace 
Is given to your Requeſt. Let her attend, | 
And to ourſelf deliver up her Griefs ; 
She ſhall be heard with Patience, and each Wrong 
At full redreſt. But I have other News 
Which much import us both, for fill my Fortunes 
Go hand in hand with yours: Our common Foes 
The Queen's Relations, our new-fangled Gentry, 
Have talPn their haughty Crefts—That for your Privacy. 


| [ Exeunt. 
SCENE II. 


An Apartment in Jane Shore's Hauſe. 
Eater Bellmour and Dumont. 
Bel]. How ſhe has liv'd you have heard my Tale — 
The reſt your own Attendance in her Family, 
Where I have found the Means this Day to place you, 
And nearer Obſervation beſt will tell you. 
See with what fad and fober Cheer ſhe comes. 


Exter Jane Shore. 
Sure, or I read her Viſ ge much amiſs, 


Or Grief beſets her hard. Save you, fare Lady, 
The Bleſſings of the cheerful Morn be on you, 
And greet your Beauty with its opening Sweets. 

J. $h. My gentle Neghbour! your good Wiſhes ſtil} 
Purſue my Fortunes: Ah! good Bellmour / 
How few, like thee, enquire the wretched out 
And court the Offices of ſoft Humanity? 

Like thee reſerve their Raiment for the Naked. 
Reach out their Bread, to ſeed the cry ing Orphan, 

Or mix their pitying Tears with thoſe that weep ? 
Thy praiſe deſerves a better Tongue than mine 

To ſpeak and bleſs thy Name. _7 this the Gentleman, 
Wheſe friendly — you commended to me ? 


Bell. 


JANE SRHRO Nx. 13 
Bell. Madam, =. Af ' | g 
a Sb. A vene: ie | K | 4 A 
4 ſits with decent 3 his Viſage, — 
And worthily becomes his ſilver Locks; 
He wears the Marks of many Vears well ſpent, 
Of Virtue,” Truth well try'd, and wiſe Experience; 
A Friend like this, would ſuit my Sorrows well. 
Fontune, | fear me, Sir, has meant you ill, {To Dumont. 
Who pays your Merit with that ſcanty Pittance, 
Vhich my Hand and humble Roof can give, 
But to Ser tho golden Vantages, 
Which eliewhere you might find, expect to meet 
A juſt regard and Value tor your Worth, 
The Welcome of a Friend, and the fiee Partnerſhip 
Of all that littie Good the Worid aliows me. 
Dum. You over-rate me much; and all my Anſwer 
Mut be my future Truth; let that ſpeak for me, 
And make up my Deſerving. | 
F. $5. Are you of England? | 
Dum. No, gracious Lady, Flanders claims my Birth; 
At Antwerp has my conſtant biding been, 
Where ſometimes I have known more plenteous Days 
Than thoſe which now my failing Age affords. 
J. Sb. Alas! at fztwerg/--Oh forgive my Tears! Weeping. 
Taey fall for my Offences and muſt fall 
Long, long eer they ſhall waſh my Stains away, 
You knew perhaps —oh Grief! oh Shame !—my Huſband. 
Dum. IT knew him well ut ſtay this Flood of Anguiſh, 
The ſenſeleſs Grave feels not your pious Showers : 
Taree Years and more are paſt, ſince I was bid, 
With many of our common Friends, to wait him 
To his laſt peaceful Manſion. I attended, 
Sp:inkled his clay- cold Corſe with holy Drops, 
According to our Church's rev rend Rite, 
And ſaw him laid in hallow'd Ground, to reſt. | 
J. Sb. Oh! that my Soul had known no Joy but him, 
Tnat | had liv'd within his guiltleſs Arms, 
Aad dying ſlept in Innocence beſide him 
But now his honelt Duſt abhors the Fellowſhip, 
Aud ſcorns to mix with mine. 
| Euter a Servant. : 
Ser. The Lally I. ia, | 
Attends your Leiſu e. J. Sh, 


— 


—— — 
* — — 
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J. Sb. Say I wiſh to ſee her. [Exit Servant. 
Pleaſe, gentle Sir, one Moment to retire, 
Till wait you on the Inſtant; and inform you 
Of each unhappy Circumſtance, in which 
Your friendly Aid and Counſel much may flead me. 
[Exexnt Bellmour ad Dumont. 
| Enter Alicia. 

Alic. Still, my fair Friend, ftill ſhall I find you thus? 
Still ſhall theſe Sighs heave after one another, 
Theſe trickling Drops chaſe one another ftill, 
As if the poſting Meſſengers of Grief, 
Could overtake the Hours fled far away, 
And make old Time come back ? 

F. 6 Na, my Mane, I. 
Heaven and his Saints be Witneſs to my Thoughts, 
There is no Hour of all my Life o'er- paſt, : 
That I could wiſh ſhould take its turn again. 

Alic. And yet ſome of thoſe Days my F:iend bas known, 
Some of thoſe Years might paſs for golden ones, 
At leaſt, if Womankind can judge of Happineſs. 


What could we with, we who delight in Empire, 


Whoſe Beauty is our Sov'reign Good and gives us 


Our Reaſons to rebel, and Pow'r to reign, 


What could we more than to behold a Monarch, 

Lovely, Renown'd, a Conqueror, and Young, 

Bound in our Chains, and ſighing at our Feet? 

J. $4. 'Tis true, the Royal Eazuard was a Wonder, 

The goodly Pride of all our Exglifs Youth ; 

He was the very Joy of all that ſaw him. 

Form'd to delight, to love, ard to perſuade. 

Impaſſive Spirits, and angelic Natures | 

Might have been charm'd, like yielding human Weak nefs, 

Stoop'd from their Heav'n, and liften'd to his talking. 

But what had I to do with Kings and Courts? 

My humble Lot had caſt me far beneath him; 

And that he was the firſt of all Mankind, 

The braveſt, and moſt lovely, was my Curſe. 
Alic. Sure, ſomething more than Foi tune join'd you Loves; 

Nor could his Greatneſs, and his gracious Form, 

Be elſewhere maich'd ſo well, as to the Sweetueis 

And Beauty of my Friend. 1 
J. . Name him no more: 


Ile 


Ne 15 


He was the Bane and Ruin of 15 

This Anguiſh and theſe Tears, theſe are the Legacies, 
His fatal Love has left me. Thou wilt ſee me, 

Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt ſee me, 

E'er yet a few ſhort Days paſs o'er my Head, 
Abandon'd to the utmoſt Wretchedneſs. 

The Hand of Pow'r has ſeiz'd almoſt the whole 1 
Of what was left for needy life's Support; 

Shortly thou wilt behold me poor and kneeling. 

Before thy charitable Door for Bread. 

Alic. Joy of my Life, my deareſt Shore, forbear 
To wound my Heart with thy foreboding Sorrows, 
Raiſe thy fad Soul to better Hopes than theſe, 

Lift up thy Eyes, and let them ſhine once more, 

Bright as te Morning Sun above the Miſls. 

Exert thy Charms, ſeek out the ſtern Protector, 

And ſooth his ſavage Temper, with thy Beauty: 

pite of his deadly unrelenting Nature, 

He ſhall be mov'd to pity and redreſs thee. 

F. Sh. My Form, alas! has long forgot to pleaſe ; 

The Scene of Beauty and Delight is chang'd, 
No Roſes bloom upon my fading Cheek, 

Nor laughing Graces wanton in my Eyes; ; 

But haggard Grief Jean-looking fallow Care, 

And pining Diſcontent, a rueful Train, 

Dwell on my Brow, all hideous and forlorn. 

One only Shadow of a Hope is left me ; 

The noble-minded Haſtings, of his Goodneſs, 

Has kindly underta'en to ho my Advocate, 

And move 4 —_— Suit to angry Glofter. 

Alic. Does gs undertake to plead your Cauſe 
But Cs — he not? Haſtings has Eyes; 
The gentle Lord has a r ght tender Heart, 

Melting and eaſy, Jung to Impreſſion, , 
And catching the ſoft Flame from each new _ 
But yours ſhall charm him long. 

J. Sb. Away, vou Flatterer ! 

Nor charge his gen'rous Meaning with a Weakneſs, 
Which his great Soul and Virtue muſt diſdain. 

Too much of Love thy haplefs Friend has p o d, 
Too many giddy ſooliſn Hours are gone, 
And in fantaſtic Meaſures danc'd away: 


May | 
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May the remaining few know Friendſfip. 
So | Foun my * trueſt, 1 | 
Vouchſafe to lodge me in thy gentle Heart. 
— Partner there; I will give up Mankind, 
* the Tranſports of encieaſing Paſſion, 
all the Pangs we ſeel of its Decay. 
.®:c. Live! live and reign forever — {Embracing 
Safe and uorivall'd there poſſeſs thy on; 
And you, ye brighteſt of the Stars above, 
Ye Saints that once were Women here below, 
De Witneſs of the Truth, the boly Friendſhip. 
Which here to this my tt er ſelf I vow. 
IF I not hold ber nearer to my Scul, 
Than eve: y other Joy the World can give, 
Let Poverty, Deformity, and Shame, 
Diſtraction and Deſpair ſeize me on Earth, 
Let not my faithleſs Ghoſt have Peace hereafter, 
Nor taſte the Bliſs of your celeſtial Fellowſhip. 
J. Sb. Yes thou art true, and only thou art true; 
Therefore theſe Jewels, once the laviſh Bounty 
Of Royal Edward's Love, I truſt to thee ; [Giwing a Caſſ er 
Receive this all, that I can call my own, 
And let it reſt unknown, and fafe with thee : 
"Chat if the State's Injuſtice ſhould oppreſs me, 
Strip me of al!, and turn me out a Wanderer, 
My Wretchedneſs may find Relief from thee, 
And Shelter from the Storm. 
Alic. My all is thine; 
One common Hazard ſheII attend us both, 
And both be fortunate, or both be wretched. 
But let thy fearful deubting Heart be ſtill, 
The Saints and Angels have thee in their Charge, 
And all things ſhall be well. Think not, the good, 
The gentle Deeds of Mercy thou has done, 
Shall die forgotten all; the Poor, the Pris'ver, 
The Fatherleſs, the Friendles, and the Widow, 
M ho daily own the Bounty of thy Hand, | 
Shall cry to Heav'n, and pull a Bleſſing on thee ; 
Ev'n Man, the mercileſs Inſulter Man, 
Man, who 1ejoyces in our Sex's Weakneſs, 
Stall piry thee, and with unwonted Goodneſs 
Fo get thy Failirgs, and record * Praiſe. 
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J. SS. Why ſhould I think that Man will do for me 
What yet he never did for Wretches like me? | 
Mark by what partial Juſtice we ae judg d: 
Such is the Fare unhappy Women find, 
And ſuch the Curſe intail'd upon our Kind, F 
That Man, the lawleſs Libertine, may rove, 
Free and unqueſtion'd throngh the Wilds of Love; 
While Woman, Senſe and Nature's caſy Fool, 
If poor weak Woman ſwe ve from Virtue*s Rule, 
If firongly charm'd, ſhe leave the thorny Way, 
And in the fofter Paths of Pleaſure firay : 
Ruin enſues, Reproach ard endleſs Shame, 
And one falſe Step entirely damns her Fame. 
In vain with 'Teass the Loſs ſhe may deplore, | 
In vain look back to what ſhe was 
She ſets, like Stars that fall, to riſe no more. [Exeunt. J 


Dee ee Tee el 
Aer . 
SCENE continues. 
Enter Alicia. 
[ Speaking to Jane Shore as entering. 
70 farther, gentle Friend; good Angels guard 


And ſpread 88 Wings about your Slumbers. 
The & ouſy Ni ht grows on the World, and now 
2 4 Crakcmen 74 0 7 Hind 
0 Travail o in 8 
2 wakes, and ods} Penſiveneſs; 
With meagre diſcontented Looks they ſit; 
And watch the waſting of che Midnight 
Such Vigils muſt I keep, ſo wakes my Scul, 
Reſtleſs and — far F Oh falſe Haſti | | 
Thou haſt deſtroy d my Peace. — uit baut. 
What Noiſe is that ! 
What Viſitor is this, Nr with Nad K. 
Breaks in the peaceful Night 
With aach a rade Approach ? 2 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. One from the Court, 
Lord Haſtings (as I think) demands my Lady. 


Alic. 


Ae. 
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Alic. ! Be ftall my Heart, and try to meet him 
With his own Aru: With Falſhood——Bur he comes. 
| 2 
2 


Comfort comes with them, like the golden Sun, 
Diſpels the ſullen Shades with her ſweet influence, my 
And chears the melancholy Houſe of Core. * 
L. Haff. Tis true, I would not over - rate a Courteſy, 
Nor let the Coldneſs-of Delay hang on it, 
To nip and blaſt its Favour, like a Froſt ; 
But rather choſe, at this late Hour, to come, 
That your Fair Friend may know I have prevail'd3 | 
The Lord Protector has receiv'd her Suit, 
And means to ſhew her Grace. 
Ali. My Friend! my Lord. 
L. Has. 8 None has a Right moreample- 
To taſk my Pow'r then you. 
Ar. I want the Words, 
To pay you back a Compliment fo courtly ; - 
But my Heart gueſſes at the frigndly Meaning, 
And ruſh at once upon thee. 
L. Ha. Tis well, Madam. 
But I would ſee your Friend. 
Alic. O thou falſe Lord! 
I] would be-Miſtreſs of my heavin __ 
Stifle this riſing when thee - 
To dieſs my Face in eaſy dull [difference : 
But two'not be, my Wrongs wil war their Way 
And ruſh at once upon thee. 
L. Haß. Are you wile ? 
Have you the Uſe of Reaſon ! Do you wake? 
What means this Raving! this tranſporting Paſhon ? 
Air. O thou cool Traitor! 3 
Doſt thou behold my poor diſtracted Heart, 
Thus rent with agonizing Love and Rage, 


0 


Theſe endleſs 
Theſe never ceaſing Wailings and Complainings,. 
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And aſc me what it means? Art thou not falſe ? 
Am [I not ſcorn'd, forfaken and abandon'd, 
Left like a common Wretch, to Shame and Infamy, 
Giv'n up to be the Sport of Villains Tongues, 
be Paraſites, and lewd Buffoons ; 


Of lau 
And rr thee 


With Love, with Truth, and Tendeenefs unutterable ! 
L. Haff. Are theſe the Proofs of Tenderneſs and Love ? 
, Diſcontents and JealouSies, 


Theſe furious Starts, the Whirlwinds of the Soul, 
Which every other Moment riſe to Madneſs; ? 
Alic. What Proof, alas! have-I not given of Love? 
What have I not abandon'd to thy Arms ? | 
Have I not ſet at nought my noble Birth, 

A ſpotleſs Fame, and an unblemiſh'd Race, 

The Peace of Innocence, and Pride of Virtue ? 


L. Why am I 71 from Place to Place 
SI 1s por rm Pl FO 


In vain I fle, and like a hunted Deer, 
Scud o'er the Lawns, and haften to the Covert ; 


Fer Ican reach my Safety, you o'ertake me 


With the ſwift Malice of _—_— 
And drive the winged Shaft 2ep in my Heart. 
Alic. Hither you fly, — apats;. 


Spite of the your Arts are known, 
You p — midnight Viſits. 


If are wiſe, and prize your Peace of Mind, 
Yet taks the friendly Counſel of 4 

Believe me true, nor liſten to your Jealouſy, 
22 2 your Tun, 

That curſed Curiofity ſeduce yo 


To hunt for needleſs Secrets, kc neglected, 
Shall never hurt your Quiet, but once known, 


Shall fit upon your Heart, pinch it with Pain, 
And baniſh th wet Sleep for ever from you 

Mie. Doſt thou in Scorn, 
Preach Patience ze my Rage ? And bid me tamely 
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Sit-like a poor contented Ideot down, 

Nor dare to think thou'ſt wrong d me——Rain ſeize thee, 
And ſwift Perdition overtake thy T:eachery ; 

Have I the leaſt remaining Cauſe to doubt: 

Haſt thou endeavour'd once to hide thy Fal/hood ? 

To hide it, might have ſpoke fome little Tenderneſs, 

And ſhew'n thee half unwilling to undo me: 

But thou diſdain'ſt the Weakneſs of humanity, 

Thy Words, and all thy A&ions, have confefs'd it; 

_ Ev'n now thy Eyes avow it, now they fpeak, | 
And inſolently own the glorious Villany. 

I. HA. Well chen, | own my Heart has broke your Chains. 
Patient | bore the painful Bon lage long, 3D 
At length my gen'rous Love diſdains your Tyranny ; 
The Bitterneſs and Stings of mn 7 Ee 
Ve atious Days, and jarring joyleſs _ | 
Have d:iv'n him forth to ſeek ſome Shelter. 
Where he may reſt his weary Wings in Peace. 


Ale. You triumph! do! And with gigantic Pride, 
Defy impending Vengeance. Heav'n wink; 


No more his Arm ſhall rell the dreadful Thunder, 

Nor ſend his Lightnings forth : No more his Juſtice 

Shall viſit the preſuming Sons of Men, 

But Purjury, like thine, iball dwell in ſafety. 
L. Haft. Whate'er my Fate decrees for me hereafter, 

Be preſent to me now, my better Angel ! 

| Preſerve me from the Storm which threatens now, 

And if I have beyond Attonement ſinn d, 

Let any other kind of Plague o ertake me, 

So I eſcape the Fury of that Tongue. 1 
Alic. Thy Pray r is heard—1 but know. proud Lord, 

Howe'er thou ſcorn' it the Weakneſs of my Sex, 

This feeble Hand may find the means to reach thee, 

Howe'er ſublime in Pow'r, and Greatneſs plac d, 

With royal Favour guarded round and grac'd ; 

On eagle's Wings my Rage ſtall urge her Flight, 

Ard hurle thee headlong from the topmoſt Height; 

Then like thy Fate, ſuperior will I ft, | 

And view thee fall'n, and grov'ling at my Feet; 

See thy laſt B eath with Indignation go, 8 

And tread thee ſinking to the Shades below. [Exit Alic. 
L.Haſt: How fiercea Fiendi:PaFon; with . | 
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What Tyranny untam'd, it reigns in Woman 
Unhappy Sex! whoſe eaſy yielding Temper 
Gives way to ev'ry Appetite alike : 
Each Guft of Inclination, uncontroul'd, 
Sweeps thro” their Souls and ſets them in an uproar ; 
Each Motion of the Heart riſes to Fury, 
And Love in their weak Bcſoms is a Rage 
As terrible as Hate, and as deſtructive. 
So the Wind roars o'er the wide fenceleſs Ocean, 
And heaves the Billows of the Boiling Deep, 
Alike from North, from South, from Eaſt, from Weft ; 
With equal Force the 'Tempeit blows by turns 
From ev'ry Cornor of the Seaman's Compals. 
But ſoft yr now for here comes one diſclaims 
Strife, and her wrangling Train; of equal Elemente, 
Without one jarring Atom was the form'd, 
And Gentleneſs, and Joy. make up her Being. 
| Enter Jane Shore. 
Forgive me, Fair-one, if officious Friendſhip . 
Intrudes on your Repoſe, and comes thus late, 
To greet you with the Tidings of Succeſ:. 
The Princely Glofter has vouchfaf'd you Hearing, 
To morrow he expects you at the Court; 
There plead your Cauſe with never failing Beauty, 
Speak all your Griefs, and find a full Redreſs. 
J. Sb. Thus humblylet your lowlyServant bend: [ Keeling: 
Thus let me bow my grateful Knee to Earth, 
And bleſs your noble Nature for this Goodneſs. | 
L. Haft. Riſe gentle Dame, you wrong my Meaning much, 
Think me not guilty of a thought ſo vain, 
To ſell my Courteſy for Thanks like — R 
. $h. *Tis true, r Bounty is beyond my ing: 
Bu the my Mouth 1 my Heart ſhall w—_— 
And when it melts before the Throne of Mercy, 
Mourning, and bleeding for wy paſt Offences, 
My fervent Soul ſhall breath one Prayer for you, 
If Prayers of ſuch a Wretch are heard on high, | 
That Heav'n will pay you back, when moſt you need, 
The Grace and Goodneſs you have ſhewn to me. | 
L. Haft. If there be oughtof Merit in my Service, 
Impute it there where moſt tis due, to Love; 
Be kind my gentle Miſtreſs, to my Wilkes, | 


| And 


22 The ThnactDy of 


| tin 
J. Sh. Alas! my Lord 
L. Haft. Why bend thy Eyes to Earth? 
Wherefore theſe Looks of Heavineſs and Sorrow? 
Why breaths that Sigh, my Love? And wherefore fall; 


This trickling Show'r of Tears, to ſtain thy Sweetneſs ? 


J. Sh. If Pity dwells within your noble Breaſt, 
{As ſure it does) oh ſpeak not to me thus. | 
L. Haft. Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of Love 
Ev'n now thus fadly as thou ſtand'ſt before me, 
Thus deſolate, dejected, and forlorn, = 


Thuy ſoftneſs fteals upon my yielding Senſes, 


Till my Soul faints, and fickens with Defire ; 


How canſt thou give this Motion to my Heart, 


And bid my Tongue be flill ? 
J. $h. Caſt round your Eyes 


Upon the High- born Beauties of the Court; 


Behold, like opening Roſe, where they bloom, 


| Sweet to the Senſe, unſully'd all and ſpotleſs ; 


There chooſe ſome worthy Partner of your Heart, 
To fill your Arms, and bleſs your virtuous Bed ; 
Nor turn your Eyes this Way, where Sin and Miſery, 
Like loathſome Weeds, have over-zun the Soil, 


And the Deſtroyer, Shame, has laid all waſte. 


L. Haft. What means this peeviſh, this fantaſtic Change 
Where is thy wonted Pleaſantneſs of Face? 
Thy wonted Graces, and thy dimpled Smiles ? 
Where haſt thou loſt thy Wit, and ſportive Mirth ? 
That chearful Heart, which us'd to dance for-ever, 
And caſt a Day of Gladneſs all around thee ? 
F. $h. Yes, I will own I merit the Reproach ; 
And for thoſe fooliſh Days of wanton Pride, 


My Soul is juſtly humbied to the Duſt: 
All Tongues, like are licens'd to upbraid me, 


Still to repeat my Guilt, » as 


my I , 
And treat me like that abject Thing I have been. 


Yet let the Saints be Witneſs to this Truth, 

That now, tho? late, I look with Horror back, 

My paſt polled Life. All judging Hear 

My paſt ife. All judgi 'n 

Who knows my Crimes, has ſcen my Sorrow for them. 

L. Haft. No more of this dull Stu. 2 
| 0 
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To whine and mortify thy ſelf with Penance, | 
When the decaying Senſe 3 is palPd with Pleaſure, 
And weary Nature tires in her laſt Stage: 
Then weep and tell thy Beads, when alt ring Rheuma 
Have daa d the Lafire of thy flarry E 
And failing Palfies ſhake thy wither'd Hand. 
The preſent Moments claim more 2 Uſ; 
Thy Beauty, Night and Solitude 
For having talk'd thus long—Come let me — thee, 
| (Laying hold on her. 
Pant on thy Boſom, fink into thy Arms, 
And loſe my ſelf in the luxurious Fold. 
J. $h. Never ! by thoſe chaſte Lights above, I ſwear, 
My Soul ſhall never know Pollution more ; 
Forbear my Lord! Here let me rather die, [Aeelirg. 
Let quick overtake me here. | 
And end my Sorrows and my Shame for ever. 
L. Haft. Away with this Perverſeneſs, - tis too much, 
Nay if you ftrivve——'tis monſtrous Affectation. [ Striving. 
5 Sh. Retire ! I beg you leave me- 
I. Haft. Thus to coy . 
ha one who knows you too. 
7 Sb. For Mercy's 
L. Haß. Ungrateful Woman! Is it thus you pay 
My Services ? 
F. Sb. Abandon 2 0 n —— 
— than urge m 
— 2 This Way to your Chamber,  [ Pulling her. 
There i ——— 


J. Sb. "Help! Oh ious Heaven! 
* Save me; Help! 
Enter Dumont, he interpr/es. 
Dum. My Lord! for Honour's Sake 
L. Haft, Hah! What art thou be gone 
Dum. My Duty calls me 
'To wy Ancaduncs on my Miſtreſs here. 
Sh. For let me go 
Haff. 4 Baſe Groom —— 
At Diſtance wait and know thy Office better. 


Dum. Forego your Hold, my Lord! Nis moſt unmanly 
This Violence 


I. Ha. Avoid the Room this Moment, 


[Crying cut. 


Or 


= The TAAC TDU of 
| Or I will tread thy Soul out. 
| | Dum. No, my Lord | 
| The common Ties of Manhood call me now, 


And bid me thus ſtand up in the Defence 
Of an oppreſs'd, unhappy, helpleſs Woman. 

L. Haff. And doſt thou know me, Slave? 

| Dum. Yes, thou proud Lord! 

1 I know thee well, know thee with each Advantage, 

1 Which Wealth or Power, or noble Birth can give thee. 
| I know thee too for one who ſtains thoſe Honours, | | 

And blots a long illuſtrious Line of Anceitry, 

B orly daring thus to wrong a Woman. 

Haß. Tis wondrous well! I ſee, my faint-like Dame, 

You ſtand provided of your Braves and Rufftans, 

To man your Cauſe, and bluſter in your Brothel. 
Dum. Take back the foul Re , unmanner d Railer! 
ö Nor urge my Rage too far, leſt thou ſould ' find 
0 | I have as daring Spirits in my Blood 
0 As thou, or any of thy Race e er boaſted ; 

And tho? no gaudy Titles grac'd my Birth, 

Titles, the ſervile Courtier's leah — 

Sometimes the Pay of Virtue, but more oft 
The Hire which Greatneſs gives w Slaves and Sycophants, 

Yet Heav'a that made me honeſt, made me more 

Than ever King did when he made a Lord. 

L. Haft. Villain! Henceforth let this teach thee 
[ Draws —— 

The Diſtance 'twixt a Peaſant and a Prince. 

Dum. n — youby this 


An Arm refolv'd can guard its Maſter's Life Er. 

J. $h. Oh my diſtracting Fears! Hold for ſweet 
co RY — — a 

L. Haß. Confuſion! baffled by a baſe- horn Hind ! 

Dum. Now haughty Sir, where is our diff rence now) 

YourLife is in my and did not Honour, 

The Gentleneſs of Blood, and inders Vietee 

(Howe er unworthy I may ſeem to you) . 

Flexd in my Boſe, I ſhould take the bea 

But wear your Sword again ; and know, a Lord 

Oppos 'd againſt a Man, is but a Mau. | 

L. Hal. —̃ͤ Your ber Faroe 


— 
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Has given you 1 o'er me; but 
Your Triumph may be bought with dear Repentance. ¶ Exit. 
J. Sb. Alas! What have you done! Know you the Power, 
The Mightineſs that waits upon this Lord? 
Dum. Fear not, my worthieſt Miſtreſs : tis a Cauſe, 
In which Heav'n's Guards ſhall wait you. O purſue, 
Pu ſue the ſacred Counſels of your Soul, 
Which urge you on to Virtue ; let no Danger, 
Nor the incumbring World, make faint your Purpoſe. 
Aſſiſting Angels ſhall conduct your Steps, 
Bring you to Blifs, and crown your End with Peace. 
J. Sb. Oh that my Head were laid, my fad Eyes clos'd, 
And my cold Corſe wound in my Shrowd to reſt; 
My painful Heart will never cauſe to beat, 
Will never know a Moment's Peace till then. 
Dam. Wou'd you be happy? Leave this fatal Place, 
Fly fiom the Courr's pernicious Neighbourhood ; 
Where Innocence is ſham'd, and bluſhing Modeity 
Is made the Scornei's Jcit ; where Hate, Deceit, - 
And, deadly Ruin, wear the Maſques of Beauty, 
And draw deluded Fools with Shews of Pleaſure. 
F. Sb. Where ſhould I fly, thus helpleſs and forlorn, 
Of Friends, and all the Means of Life bereft ? 
Dum. Bellmour, whoſe friendly Care ſtillwakes to ſerve you, 


o 


Has found you out a little Peaceful Refuge, 


Far from the Court and he tumultuous City. 
Within an antient Foreſt's ample Verge, 

There fiands a lonely, but a healthful Dwelling, 
Built for Convenience and the Ule of Life: 


Around it Fallows, Meads and Paſtures fair, 


A little Garden, and a limpid Brook, | 

By Nature's own Contrivance ſeem diipos'd ; 
No Neighbours, but a few poor fimple Clowns, 
Honeſt and true, with a well meaning Priett : 
No Faction, or Domellic Fury's Rage, 


Did e'er diſturb the Quiet of that Place, 


When the contending Nobles ſhook the Land 
Withe? 04 ard Larca/ter's diſputed Sway. 


| Your Virtue there may find a ſafe Retreat 


From the inſulting Pow'rs of wicked Greatneſs, 
F. Sb. Can there be ſo much happineſs in ſtore ! 
A Cell like that is all my Hopes aſpire to. 

B Haſte 
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Haſte then, and thither let us take our Flight, 
E'er the Clouds gather, and the wint'ry Sky 
Deſcenes in Storms to intercept our Paſſage. 
Dum. Will you then go? you glad my very Soul; 
Baniſh your Fears, caſt all your Cares on me; 
Plenty and Exſe, and Peace of Mind ſhall wait you, 
And mike your latter Days of Lite moit happy. 
Oh, Lady! but I muſt not, cannot tell you, 
How anxious I have been for il your Dangers, 
And how my Heart rejoices at your Safety. 
So when the Spring renews the flow'ry Field, 
And warns the pregnant Nightingale to build, 
She ſeeks the ſafeſt Shelter of the Wood, | 
Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful Brocd ; 
Where no rude Swains her ſhady Cell may know, 
No Serpents climb, nor blaſting Winds may blow; 
Fond of the choſen Place, ſhe views it o'er, 
| Sits there, and wanders thro? the G ove no more; 
Warbling ſhe charms it each returning Night, 
Aud loves it with a Mothet's dear Delight [Fxeunt. 
FF 
ACT tern 1 
SCENE . Court. 
Enter Alicia with a Paper. 
Alic. HIS Paper to the great Protector's Hand, 
With Care and Secrecy mutt be convey'd; 
His bold Ambition now avows its Aim, f 
To pluck the Crown from Edwards infaat Brow, 
And fix it on his own. I know he holds 
My faithleſs Haftings adverſe to his Hopes, 
And much devoted to the Orphan King; 
On that I build: This Paper meets his Doubts, 
And marks my hated Rival as the Cauſe 
Of Huſting's Zeal for his dead Maſter's Sons. 
Oh Jealouſy ! Thou Bane of pleaſing Friendſhip, 
Thou worſt Invader of our tender Buſoms ; | 
| How does thy Rancaur poiſon all our Softneſs, 
And turn our gentle Natures into Bitterneſs ? 
See where ſhe comes! Once my Heart's deareft og. 
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Now my chang'd Eyes are blaſted with her Beauty, 

Loath that known Face, and ſicken to behold her. 

Enter [ane Shore. 
J. Sb. Now whither ſhall I fly to find Relief? 

What cha: itable Hand will aid me now? 

Will ſtay my failing Step, ſupport my Ruins, 

And heal my wounded Mind with balmy Comfort ? 

Oh, my Alicia. 

Alic. What new Grief 1s this ? 

What unforeſeen Misfortune has ſurpriz'd thee ? 

That racks thy tender Heart thus? 

F. Sb. O! Dunant 
Alic. Say! What of him? 

J. Sh. That friendly, honeſt Man, 

Whom Bellinour brought of late to my Aſſiſtance, 

On whoſe kind Cares, whoſe Diligence and Faith, 

My ſureſt Truſt was built, this very Morn 

Was ſeiz'd on by the cruel Hand of Power, 

Forc'd from my Houſe, and born away to Priſon. 
Alic. To Priſon, faid you! Can you gueſs the Cauſe? 
FJ. Sb. Too well, I fear. His bold Defence of me 

Has drawn the Vengeance of Lord Ha/tings on him. 
Alic. Lord Haſtings ! Ha! | 

F. $5. Some fitter Time mult tell thee 

The Tale of my hard Hap. Upon the preſent 

Hang ail my poor, my la't remaining Hopes. 

Within this Paper is my Suit contain'd ; 

_ Here, as the princely Ger paſſes forth, 

| wait to give it on my humble Knees, 

And move him for Redreſs. | 

[She gives the Paper to Alicia, ⁊ch opens aid 
ſcems to read it.] 
Air, | Afde.] Now for a Wile, 

To ſting my thoughtleſs Rival to the Heart; 

To blait her fatal Beauties, and divide her 

For ever from my per;ur'd Haſfing Eyes: 

The Wanderer may then look back to me, 

And turn to his forſaken Home again: 

Their Faſhions are the ſame, it cannot fail. 

[Pulling aut the other Paper. 

J. Sb. But ſee the great Protector comes this Way, 
Attended by a Train of waiting Courtiers, 
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Give me the Paper, Friend. 
Alic. | Aſide.] For Love and Vengeance! - 
| [ She gives her the other Paper. 
Enter the Duke of Gloſter, Sir Richard Ratcliffe, Cateſby, 
Cowrtiers and other Attendants. 
J. Sb. [ Kneeling.) O Noble Glofter, turn thy gracious Eye, 
Incline thy pitying Ear to my Complaint, 
ö A poor, undone, forſaken, helpleſs Woman, 
4 fntreats a little Bread for Charity, | 
To feed her Wants, and fave her Life from periſhing. 
Glet. Ariſe, fair Dame, and dry your wat'ry Eyes. 
[ Receiving the Paper, and raiſing her, 
Beſhrew me, but twere Pity of his Heart, 
That could refuſe a Boon to ſuch a Suitreſs. 
have got a noble Friend to be your Advocate; 
A worthy and right gentle Lord he is, 7 
Ard to his Truſt moſt true. This preſent, now, 
Some Matters of the State detain our Leiſure; 
Thoſe once diſpatch'd, we'll call for you anor, 
And give your griefs Redreſs. Goto! be comforted. 
F. Sh. Good Heav'ns repay your Highneſs for this Pity, 
And ſhow'r down Bleſſings on your Princely Head. 
Come my Alicia, reach thy friendly Arm, 
And help me to ſupport that feeble Frame, 
That nodding totters with oppreſſive Woe, 
And ſinks beneath its Load. [Exit ]. Shore aud Alic. 
6. Now by my Hcllidame : TTY | ; 
| Heavy of Heart ſhe feems, and fore afflicted. L 
1 But thus it is when rude Calamity | 
Lays its ſtrong Gripe upon theſe mincing Minions ; 
The dainty ges gaw Forms diſſolve at once, 
And ſhiver at theShock. What ſays herPape: *{ jrercing 79 read. 
Ha! What is this? Come nearer Ratci:fe! Catefly ! 
Mark the Contents, and then divine che Meaning. [Lie rcads. 
Wonder not, Princely Glefer, at the Notice 
This Paper b ings you from a Friend unknown; 
Lord Haſtings is inclin'd to call you Maſter, 
Aud kneel to Richard, as to England's King ; 
| Put Shere's bewitching Wife miſleads Ei, Fleart, 
nd draws his Service to King Edward's dons: 
| rive her away, you break the Charm that holds him, 
vnd he, ard all Eis Powers, attend on you. POS 
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Nat. Tis wonderful! 

Cat. The Means by which it came, 
Vet ſt anger too 

Gl. You ſaw it given but now. 

Rat. She could not know the Purport. 

Gloft. No, tts plain 
She knows it not, it levels at her Life ; 
Should ſhe preſume to prate of ſuch high matters, 
The meddling Harlot ! Dear ſhe ſhould abide it. 
Cat. What Hand foc'er it comes from, be aſſur d, 


It means your Highneſs well 


Glaſt. Upon the Inflant, 


Lord Haftings will be here; this Morn I mean 


To prove him to the Quick; then if he flinch, 

No more but this, away-with him at once, 

He muſt be mine or nothing But he comes 

Draw nearer this way, and oblerve me well. [They whiſogr. 

Euter Lord Haſtings. 

L. Haft. This fooliſh Woman hangs about my Heart, 

Lingers and wanders in my Fancy till ; 

This Coyneſs is put on, tis Art and Cunning, 

And worn to urge Delire——1 muſt poſſeſs her: 

The Groom, who lift his ſaucy Hand againſt me, 

F'er this, is humbled, and repents his da ing. 

Perhaps, ev'n ſhe may profit by th* Example, 

And teach her Beauty not to ſcorn my Pow'r. 
Gl. This do, and wait me e'er the Council fits. 

255 [ Exeunt Rat. and Cateſ. 

My Lord, v'are well encountred, here has been 


A fair Petitioner this Morning with us; 
Believe me ſhe has won me much to pity her: 
Alas; her gentle Nature was not made 


To buffet with Adverſity. I told her, 


How worthily her Cauſe you had befriended; 


How much for your good Sake we meant tado, 

That ycu had ſpoke, and all things ſhould be weil. 
L. Haft. Your Highneſs binds me ever to your Service, 
Gin. You know your Friendſhip is moſt potent with us, 


| And ſhares our Power. But of this enough, 


For we have other Matters for your Ear : 
The State is out of Tune; diſtracting Fears, 
Aud jealous Doubts jar in our public Counſels ; 
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Amidſt the wealthy City, Murmurs rife, 

Lewd Railirgs, and Reproach, on thoſe that rule, 
With open Scorn of Government; hence Credit, 
And public 'Fruit *rwixt Man and Man are broke. 
The golden Streams of Commerce are with-held, 
Which fed the Wants of reecy Hirds, and Artizans, 
Who therefo e curſe the Great, and threat Rebellion. 
L. Ha. The reſty Knaves are over jun with Kale, 
As plenty ever is the Nurſe of Faction: 


| If ia good Days like theſe, the heacttrong Herd 


Grow macly wanton and repine; it is 
Becauſe the Reins of Power are held too ſack, 
And reverend Authority of late 
Has worn a Face of Me. cy mote than juſtice. 
Gleſt. Beſlirew my Heart! but you have well divin'd 
The Source of theſe Diſorders. Who can werder 
If Riot and Miſ-rule o'erturn the Realm, 
When the Crown fits upon a Baby Brow ? 
Plainly to ſpeaks ; hence comes the gen'ral Cry, 


And Sum of all Complaint : *Twill ne'er be well 
With Exgland (thus you talk) while Children govern. 


L. Hef. Tis true the King is young, but what of that? 

We feel no Want of Edward's riper Veare, 

While Gfer's Valour ard moſt Princely Wiſdom 

So well ſupply cur Infant Sovereign's Place, 

His Youth's Support, and Guardian to his Throne. 
Ge. The Council (much 'm bound to thank 'em fort) 

Have plac'd a Pageant Scepter in my Hand, | 

Barren of Power, and ſubject to controul; 


Scorn'd by my Foes, and Uſelefs to my Friends, 


Oh, worthy Lord !. were mine the Rule indeed, 


I think I ſhould not ſuffer rank Offence 


At large to lord it in the Common Weal ; 


Now u ou'd the Realm be rent by Diſcord thus, 

Thus Fear - Doubt betwixt diſputed Titles. 

I.. Haß. Of this I am to learn; as not ſuppoſing 

A Doubt like this 
Gle/t. Ay, marry, but there is 

And thatof much Concern. Have you not heard 

How on a late Occaſion, Doctor Shaw 

Has mov'd the People much about tae Lawfninets 


Of Eqward's Iſſue ? By right. grave Authority 


Ot 
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If Learning and Religion, plainly proving, 
A baſtard Scion never ſhould be grafted 
Upon a royal Steck; from thence, at full 
Diſcourſing on my Brother's former Contract 
To Lady E:zabeth Lacy, long before 
His jolly Match with that ſame buxom Widow - 
The Queen he left behind him 
L.. Hat, III befall 
Sach niedling Prieſts who kindle up Confuſion, 
| And vex the quiet World with their vain Scruples; 
_ EyTleawn 'tis done in perſect Spite to Peace. 
Did not the King, | 
_ Ovr Royal Maſter E4wmard, in Concurrence 
Wich his Eſtates afiembied, well determine 
N What Courſe the Sovereign Rule ſhould take henceforward ? 
| When ſhall the deadiy Hate of Faction ceaſe, 
When ſhall our long divided Land have Reſt, 
311 every peeviſu, mocdy Malecontent 
Shall ſer the ſenſeleſs Rabble in an Uproar? 
Fright them with Dangers, and perplex their Brains, 
Each Day with ſome fantaſtic giddy Change ? 
Ge. What if ſome Patriot for the public Good, 
Should vary from your Scheme, new-mould the State? 
T. Haft. Curſe on the innovating Hand attempts it! 
Remember him, the Villain, righteous Heaven 
In thy great Day of Vengeance! Blaſt che Traitor 
And his pernicious Counſels; who for Wealth, 
For Pow'r, the Pride of Greatneſs, or Revenge, 
Would plunge his Native Land in Civil Wars. 
Gleft. You go too far, my Loid. 
L. Haft. Your Highneſs Pardon—— _ 
Have we fo ſoon forgot thoſe Days of Ruin, 
When York and Lancafler drew forth the Battles; 
When like a Matron, butcher'd by her Sons, 
And cat beſides ſome common way a Spectacle. ' 
Of Horror and Affright to Paſſers by, 
Our groaning Country bled at ev'ry Vein, 
When Murders, Rapes, and Maſſacres prevail' ; 
When Churches, Palaces, and Cities blaz'd ; 
When Iaſolence and Barbariſm triumph'dg 
And ſwept away Dictinction; Peaſants trod 
Upon the Necks of Nobles: Low were laid 
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The reverend Croſier, and the holy Mitre, 
And Deſolation cover'd all the Land; 
Who can remember this, and not, like me, 
Here vow to ſheath a Dagger in his Heart, 
Whoſe damn'd Ambition would renew thoſe Horrors, 
And fer, once more, that Scene of Blood before us? 
Ge. How now! ſo hot! 
L. Haft. So brave, and fo reſolv'd. | 
 Glef. Is then our Friendſhip of fo little Moment 
That you could arm your Hand againſt my Lite? 
IL. Hat. I hope your Highneſs does rot think I mean it, 
No, Heaven fo: efend that &er your Princely Perſon 
Should come within the Scope of my Reſentment. 
Gl:/jt. O! noble Haſtings ! Nay, I muſt embrace you: 
| | Eads aces him, 
By hcly Paal! y'are a right honeſt Man; 
The Time is full of Danger and Diſtruſl, 
And warns us to he wary. Hold me not 
Too apt for Jealouſy and light Surmiſe, 
If when I meant to lodge you next my Heart, 
I put your Truth to trial, Keep your Loyalty, 
And hve your King and Country's beſt Support : 
For me, I aſk no more than Honour gives, 
To think me yours, and rank me with your Frien&. 
L. Haſt. Accept whatThanks a grateful Heart ſhould pay, 
O! Princely Gl/o/ter ! judge me not ungentle, 
Of Manners rude and inſolent of Speech, 
If, when the public Safety is in Queſtion, 
My Zeal flows warm and eager from my Tongue. 
61. Enough of this: To deal in wordy Complement 
Is much againſt the Plainneſs of my Nature; 
I judge you by my ſelf, a clear true Spirit, 
And, as ſuch, once more join you to my Boſom; 
Farewell, and be my Friend. [Exit Gloſter. 
L. Haff. Iam not read, 
Not ſxill'd ard practis'd in the Arts of Greatneſs, 
To kindle thus, and give a Scope to Paſſion. 
The Duke is ſurely noble; but he touch'd me 
Ev'a on the tend: eſt Point; the Maſter-ſtring 
That makes Moſt Harmony or Diſcord to me. 
L own the glorious Subject fires my Breaſt, 
And my Soul's darling Paſſion fiands confeſt; 
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Beyond or Love's or Friendſhĩip's ſacred Band, 

Beyond myſelf I prize my native Land: | 

On this Foundation would I build my Fame, 

And emulate the Greet and Roman Name; | 
Think Eaglaud's Peace bought cheaply with my Blood, 
And die with Pleaſure for my Country's Good. [ Exit. 
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SCENE continues. 
Enter Duke of Gloſter, Ratcliffe, ard Cateſby. 
Glo. HIS was the Sum of all ; that he would b:ook - 

No Alteration in the pieſent State; 
Marry! at laſt, the teſty Gentleman 
Was almoſt mov'd to bid us bold Defiance ; 
But there I dropt ths Argument, and changing 
The firſt deſign and Purport of my Speech, 
1 prais'd his good Affection to young Exwar, 
And left him to believe my Thoughts like his. 
Proceed we then in this fore- mention d Matter, 
As nothing bound or Truſting to his Friendihip. 

Rat. III does it thus befa'l. I could have wiſh'd | 
This Lo.d had itood with us. His Friends are wealthy, 
Thereto, his own Poſſeſſions large and miguty ; 

The Vaſials and Dependants on his Power * 
Firm in Adherence, ready, bold and many; 

His Name had been of Vantage to your Highneſs, 
And ſtood our preſent Purpoſe much in ſtead. 

Glot. This way ward and pe: verſe declining from us, 
Has warranted at full the friendly Notice, 
Waich we this Morn receiv'd. I hold it certain, 
Tais puling whining Harlot rules his Reaſon, 

And prompts his Zeal fo: Edward's Baitard Brood. 

Cat. If ſhe have ſuch Dominion o'er his Heart. 

And turn it at her Will, you rule her Fate; 
And ſhould by Inference and apt Deduction, 
Be Arbiter of his. Is not her Bread 

The very Means immediate to her Being. 
_ Tae Bounty of your Hand? Why doc; he le, 

If not to yield Obedience to your 2, | 
To ſpeak, to act, 40 think as vou cor 4 2 - 
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Rat. Let her inſtruct her Tongue to bear *** 
Teach every Grace to ſmile in your behalf, 
And her deluding Eyes to gloat for you; 
His ductile Reaſon will be wound about 
Be led and turn'd again, ſay and unſay, 
Receive the Yoke, and yield exact Obedience. 

Gleft. Your Counſel likes me well, it ſhall be followed. 
She waits without, attending on her Suit. 
Go, call her in, and leave us here alone. | Ex. Rat. ard Cat. 
How pcor a thing is he, how worthy Scorn, 
Who leaves the Guidance of Imperial Manhood 
To ſuch a paltry Piece of Stuff as this is! 
A Moppet made of Prettineſs ard Pride; 
That oltner does her giddy Fancies change, 
Than oglitteiing Dew drops in the Sun do Colours 
Now ſhame opon it! Was our Reaſon given 
For ſuch a Uſe! To be thus puff'd about 
Like a diy Leaf, an idle Straw, a Feather. 
The Sport of every wi:ifling blaſt that blows? 
Beſhrew my Heart, but it is wondrous ſtrange; 
Sure there is ſomething more than Wirchcraft in them, 
That maſters ev'n the wiſeft of us all. 

Enter Jane Shore. 

On! vou are come moſt ſtly. We have ponder'd 
On * ur Grievance : And tho? ſome there are, 
Navy, thoſe great Ones tco, who wou'd enforce 
The — of cur Pow'r to afflict you, 
And bear a heavy Hand, yet fear not you, 
We've ta'en you to our Favour, our Protection 
Shall fland be:ween, and ſhield you from Miſhap. 
F. &. The Bleſſings of a Heart with Anguiſa broken. 
And reſcu'd from Deſpair, atterd your Highneſs. 
Alas! my gracious Lord, what have [ done 
To kindle ſuch relentleſs Wrath againſt me ? 
If in the Days of all my paſt Offences, 
When molt my Heart was liited with Delight, 
If I with-held my Morſel from the Hungry, 
Forgot the Widow's Want, and Orphan's Cry ; 
If I have known a Good. I have not ſhar d, 
Nor call'd the Poor to take his Portion with me, 
Let my worſt Enemies ſtand forth, and now 


Deny the Succour, which 1 gave not chen. 
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Get. Marry there are, tho? I believe them not, 

Who ſay you meddle in Affairs of State: , 
That you preſume to prattle, like a Buſy-body, | 
Give your Advice, and teach the Lords o'th* Council 
What fits the Order of the Common-weal. | 

J. Sb. Oh that the Buſy World, at leaſt in this, 
Would take Example from a Wretch like me | 
None then would waſte their Hours in foreign Thoughts, 
Forget themſelves, and what concerns their Peace, 
To tread the Mazes of Fantaſtic Falſhood, 

To haunt her idle Sounds and flying Tales, 

Throꝰ all the giddy noiſy Courts of Rumour ; 
Malicious Slander never would have lie ſure 

To ſearch with prying Eyes for faults abroad, 

Ir all, like me, conſider'd their own Hearts, 

And wept the Sorrows which they found at home. 

Glaſt. Go to! I know your Pow 'r, and tho' I truſt not 
To ev'ry Breath of Fame, Pm not to learn 
That Hajtings is profeſsd your loving Vaſſal. 

But fair befal your Beauty: Uſe it wiſely, 

And it may ſtand your Fortunes much in ſtead, 

Give back your forfeit Land with large Inc: eaſe, 
And place you high in Safety and in Honour: 

Nay, I could point a Way, the which purſuing, 

You ſhall not only bring yourſelf Advantage, 

But give the Realm much worthy Cauſe to thank you. 

J. Sb. Ok!-where or how ?—Can my unworthy Hand 
Become an Inſtrament of Good to any: 

Iaſtruct your lowly Slave, and let me fly 
To yield Obedience to your dread Command. 

Chf. Why, that's well ſaid Thus then Oh ſerve me well, 
The State, for many high and potent Reaſons, 

Deeming my Brother Extward's Sons unfit 
For the Imperial Weight of Exgland's Crown 

FJ. . Alas? for Pity. [ 4/ide ] . 

61. Therefore have reſolv'd 
To ſet aſide their unavailing Infancy, 

And veſt the Sov'reign Rule of abler Hands. 
This, tho? of great Importance to the Public, 
Haſtings for very Peeviſhneſs and Spleen, 
Does ttubbornly oppoſe. 

F. Sh. Does he? Does Haſtings? 
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lot. Ay, Haſtings. 

J. $5. Reward him for the noble Deed, juſt Heavers: 
For this one Action, guard him and diſting uiſh him 
With fignal Mercies, and with great Deliverance, 

Save him from Wrong, Adreiſity and Shame. 
Let never-fading Honours flouriſh round him, 
And conſeerate Ris Name ev'n to time's End : 
Let him know nothing elſe but Good on Earth: 
And eve: laſting Bleſſedreſs hereafter. 

Ge. How now! . 

J. Sh. The poor forſaken, Royal little Ones 
Shall they be left a Prey to ſavage Power? 

Can they lift up their harmleſs IIands in vain, 

Or cry to Heaven for Help, and not be heard? 
Impoeſſible! O gallant generous Futinge, 

Go on, purſue ! Aﬀert che ſacred Cauſe: 

Stand forth, thou Proxy of all-ruling Providence, 

And fave the friendleſs Infants fiom Oppreſſion. 

Saints ſhall aſſiſt thee with prevailing Prayers, 

And warring Angels combate cn thy Side. 5 

t. You're paſling rich in this ſame heav'nly Speech, 
Ard ipend it at your Pleaſure. Nay, but mark me! 
My Favcur is net bought with Words like theſe. 

Go to— you'll wack your Tongue another Tale, 

J. Sh. No, tho' the Rœyal Edward has undone me, 
He was my King, my gracious Mafler ſtill; 

He lov'd me too, tho'twas a guilty Flame, 

And fatal to my Peace, yet ſlill he lov'd me; 
With Fordrefs, and with Terderneſs he Ccated, 
Nwelt in my Eyes, and liv'd but in my Smiles. 
And can I-—QO my Heart abhors the Thought! 
Stand by, and ſee his Children robb'd of Right? 

Cloſt. Dare not, ev'n for thy Soul, to thw art me further ; 
None of your Arts, ycur Feigning, ard your Foole:y 
Your dainty, ſqueamiſh Coying it to me. 
to your Lord, your Pa amour, be gone; 

Liſp in his Ear, hang wanton on his Neck, 
And play your monkey Gambols o'er to him: 
You know my Purpoſe, look that you purſue it, 
And make him yield Obedience to my Will. 
Do i. or woe upon thy Harlot's Head. 
F. &. Oh that my Tongue had ev'ry Grace of Speech, 
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G eat and commanding as the Breath of Kings, 
Sweet as the Poets Numbers, and prevailing 
As ſoft Perſuaſion to a Love ſick Maid: 
That I had Art and Eloquence divine ! 
To pay my Duty to my Maſter's Aſhes, 
And plead till Death the Cauſe of injured Innocence. 

Glo. Ha! Do'ſbthou brave me, Minion ! Do'ft thou know 
How vile, how very a Wretch, my Pow'r can make thee ; 
"That I can let looſe Fear, Diſtreſs and Famine, | 
To hunt thy Heels, like Hell-hounds thro? the World; 
That I can place thee in ſuch abject State, | | 


A s Help ſhall never find thee ; where repining, 


Thou ſhall fit down, and gnaw the Earth for Anguiſh, 
Groan to the pitileſs Winds without Return, 
Howl like the midnight Wolf amidit the Deſert, 
And curſe thy Life in Bitterneſs and Miſery ? 
J. Sh. Let me be branded for the public Scorn, 
Furn'd forth and driven to wander like a Vagabond, 
Be friendlefs and forfaken, ſeek my Bread 
Upon the barren Wild, and deſolate Waſte, 
Feed on my Sighs, and drink my falling Tears ; 
E'er I conſent to teach my Lips Injuſtice, 
Or wrong the Orphan, who has none to ſave him. 
Gle/t. Tis well we'll try the Temper of you: Heart, 
What hoa ! Who waits without ? OL | 
Enter Ratcliffe, Cateſby, and Attendants. 
Rat. Your Highneſs” Pleaſure 
Glaſt. Go ſome of you, and turn this Strumpet forth! 
Spurn her into the Street, there let her perith, 
And rot upon a Dunghill. Thro? the City 
See it proclaimed, that none, on pain of Death, 
Preſume to give her Comfort, Food, or Harbour; 
Who miniſters the ſmalleſt Comfo t, dies. 
Her Houſe, her coſtly Furniture and Wealth, 
The Purchaſe of her looſe luxurious Life, 
We ſeize on, for the Profit of the State. 
Away ! Be gone! | 
J. $h. O thou moſt righteous Judge — 
Humbly behold, I bow myſelf to thee, 
And own thy Juſtice in this hard Decree, 
No longer then my ripe Offences ſpare, 
But what I merit, let me learn to bear. 


Vet 
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Jet ſince tis all my Wretchedneſs can give, 
For my Paſt Crimes my forfeit Life receive ; 
No Pity for my Suff rings here I crave, 
And only hope Forgiveneſs in the Grave. | 
[ Exit. J. Shore, guarded by Cateſby ard others. 
G. So much for this. Your ProjeC&t's at an End. TeRat. 
This idle Toy, this Hilding ſcorns my Power, 
And ſets us all at naught. See that the Guard 
Be ready at my Call 
Rat. The Council waits 
Upon your High: eſs' Leiſure . 
G6. Bid them enter. 5 


Eier the Duke of Buckingham, Far l of Derby, Biſep ef 
Ely, L. Haſtings and others, as the Council. The Duke »f 
Gloiter takes his Place at the upper end, thin the reſt /it. 


Derb. In happy Time are we aſſembled here, 
To point the Day, and fix the ſolemn Por: ©, 
For placing England's Crown with all due Kites, 
Upon our Sov'reign FAward's youthful Brow. 
L. Hajt. Some buſy medling Knaves, *tis faid there a: e, 
As ſuch will fill be prating, who preſume 
To carp and cavil at his royal Right; 
Thereſore I hold it fitting, with the ſooneſt 
T'appoint the O der of the Coronation ; 
So to approve our Duty to the King, 


And ſtay the Babbling of ſuch vain Gainfayers. 
| Derby. We all attend to know your Highneſs' Pleaſure. 
| 5 Te Gloſter 
Glej?. My Lords! A Set of worthy Men you are, 
| Prudent and juſt, and careful for the State: 

Therefcre to your moſt grave Determination, 

J yield myſelt in all Things; and demand, 

What Puniſhment your Wiſdom ſhall think meet 

T'inflict upon thoſe damnable Contrivers, 

Who {hall with Potions, Charms, and witching Drugs, 

Practiſe againſt our Pe:ſon and our Life | 

L. Ha/?. So much l hold the King your Highneſs Debtor; 

So precious are you to the Common-weal, 

That I preſume, not only for myſelf, - 

But in Behalf of theſe my noble Brothers, 

To ſay, whoe'er they be, they merit Death. 


c 
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Gleſt. Then judgeyourſelves, convince your Eyes of Truth; 
Behold my Arm thus blaſted, dry and wither' d, 
| [ Pulling up bis Sleeve. 
Shrunk like a foul Abortion and decay'd, 
Like ſome untimely Product of the Seaſons, 
Robb'd of its Ffoperties of Strength and Office. 
This is the Sorcery of Edward's Wife, 
Who in Conjunction with that Harlot Shore. 
And other like confed'rate midnight Haggs, 
By Forcs of potent Spells, of bloody CharaQers, 
And Conjurations hor.ibie to hear, 
Call Fiends and Spectres from the yawning Deep, 
And ſet the Miniſte:s of Hell ac -wWork, 
To torture and deſpoil me of my Lite. 
L. Haft. If they have done this Deed 
Glo. If they have done it! 
Talk'ſt thou to me of It's, audacious Traitor! 
Thou art that Strumpet Wi:ch's chief Abettor, 
The Pat on and Complotter of her Miſchiets, 
And join'd in this Contrivance for my Death. | 
Nay ilart not, Lords, V/hatho! a Guard there, Si:s! 
oer à Guard. 
Lord Haſtings, I arreſt thee of High Treaſon, 
Seize him and bear him inſtantly away. 
He ſha'not live an Hour. By holy Paul 
I will not dine befo e his Head be brought me: 
Ratcliffe, ſtay you, and ſee that it be Cone. 
The teſt that love me, rife and follow me, 
| Exeunt Gloſter, and Lords following. 
Manent Lord Haſtings, Ratcliffe, and Guard. 


L. Haff. What! and no more but this---how, to theScaffold! 


Oh gentle Ratcl:ffe! tell me, do I hold thee? 
Or if I dream, what ſhall I do to wake, 

To break, to ſtruggle thro? this dread Confulion ? 
For ſurely Death itſelf is not ſo painful 


As is this ſudden Horror and Surprize. (folute, 


Rat. You heard, the Duke's Commands to me we:e ab- 
Therefore, my Lord, addreſs you to your Shrift, 
With all good Speed you may. Summon your Courage, 
And be — for you muſt die this Inſtant. 
L. Ha. Yes, Ratcliffe, Iwill take thy friendly Counſel, 
And die as a Man ſhould ; 'tis ſomewhat hard, 


To 
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To call my ſcatter'd Spirits home at once: 

But ſince what muſt be, muſt be let Neceflity 
Supply the Place of Time and Preparation, 

And arm for the Blow. Tis but to die, 

Tis but to venture on one common Hazard 
Which many a Time in Battle I have run; 

Tis but to do, what, at that very Moment, 

In many Nations of the peopled Ea: th, 

A thouſand and a thouſand ſhall do with me: 
Tis but to cloſe my Eyes and ſhut out Day light; 
'To view no more the wicked Ways of Men, 

No longer to behold the Tyrant Glofter, 

And be a weeping Witneſs of the Woes, 

The Deſolation, Slaughter and Calamities, 
Which he ſhall bring on this unhappy Land. 

| Enter Alicia. 

Alic. Stand off! and let me paſs I will, I muſt, 
Catch him once more in theſe deſpairing Arms, = 
And hold him to my Heart—O Haſtings / Haſtings ! 

L. Haff. Alas! why com'ſt thou at this dreadtul Moment, 
To fill me with new Terrors, new Diftraftions, 

To turn me wild with thy diſtemper'd Rage, 
And ſhock the Peace of my departing Soul? 
Away, I prithee leave me! 

Alic. Stop a Minute 
Till my full Griefs find Paſſage.——Oh the Tyrant! 
Perdition fall on G/offer's Head and mine. 

I.. Haſt. What means thy frantic Grief ? 

Alic. I cannot ſpeak- 
But I have murde: d thee——Oh I could tell thee 

L. Haß. Speak and give cafe to thy conflicting Paſſions; 
Be quick, nor keep me longer in Suſpence, 
Time preſſes, and a thoufand crowding Thoughts 
Ereak in at once! this way and that they ſratch, 

"They tear my hurry'd Soul: All claim Attention, 
And yet not one is heard. Oh ſpeak, and leave me, 
For I have buſineſs wou'd imploy an Age, 

Alic. That, that's my Grief——*tis I that urge thee on, 
Thus haunt thee to the Toil, {weep thee from Earth, 

And drive thee down this Precipice of Fate. | 

L. Haft. Thy Reaſon is grown wild. Could thy weak Hand 
Bring on this mighty Ruin? If it could, EO 
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What have I done fo grievous to thy Soul, 
So deadly, fo beyond the Reach of Pardon, 
That nothing but my Life can make Attonement? 
Alic. Thy cruel Scorn had ſtung me to the Heart, 
And ſet my burning Boſom all in Flames: 
Raving and mad I flew to my Revenge, 
And writ I know not what told the Protector, 
That Shore's deteſted Wife by Wiles had won thee, 
To plot againſt his Greatneſs He believ'd it, 
(Oh dire Event of my pernicious Counſel) 
And while I meant Deſtruction on her Head, 
H' has turr'd it all on thine, 
L. Hat. Accurſed Jealouſy ! 
O mercileſe, wid and unforgiving Fiend ! 
Blindfold it runs to undillinguiſh'd Miſchief, 
And murders all it mee:s. Curſt be its Rage, 
For there is none fo deadly; doubly curs'd 
Be all thoſe eaſy Fools who give it harbour ; 
Who turn a Monſter looſe among Mankind, 
Fiercer than Famine, War, or ſpotted Peſtilence; 
Baneful as Death, and horrible as Hell. 
Mic. If thou wilt curſe, curſe rather thine own Falſhood z 
Curſe the lewd Maxims of thy perjur'd Sex, 
Which taught thee fi:it to laugh at Faith and Juſtice, 
To ſcorn the folemn Sanity of Oaths, 
And make a Jeſt of a poor Woman's Ruin: 
Curſe thy proud Heart, and thy inſulting Tongue, 
nat rais'd this fatal Fury in my Saul, 
And urg'd my Vengeance to undo us both. 
L. Hat. Oh thou Inhuman ! turn thy Eyes away, 
And blaſt me not with their deſtructive Beams: 
_ Whyaihov'd I curſe thee with my dying Breath? 
be gone | and let me figh it out in Peace. 
lic. Canſt thon——oh cruel Haſtings, leave me thus l 
Hear me, I beg thee—I conjure thee, hear me 
While with an agonizing Heart, I ſwear 
By all the Pangs Feel, by all the Sorrows, 
The Terrors and Deſpair thy Loſs ſhall give me, 
My Hate was on my Rival bent alone. 
Oh ! had I once divin'd, falſe as thou art, 
A Danger to thy Life, I would have dy'd, 
I would have met it for thee, and made bare 
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My ready faithful Breaſt to ſave thee from it. 

L. Haft. Now mark ! and tremble at Heaven's juſt Award, 
While thy inſatiate Wrath and fell Revenge, | 
Purſu'd the Innocence which never wroi:g'd thee, 
Behold! the Miſchief falls on thee and me ; 

Remorſe and Heavineſs of Heart ſhall wait thee, 
And everlaſting Anguiſh be thy Portion: 
For me the Snares of Death are wound abcut me, 


And now, in one poor Moment, I am gone. 


Oh! if thou haſt one tender Thought 1emaining, 


Fly to thy Cloſet, fall upon thy Kree, 


And recommend my parting Soul to Mercy. 

Alic. Oh! yet, before I go for ever from thee, 
Turn thee in Gentleneſs and Pity to me, Kiceiin g. 
And in Compaſſion of my ſtrong. Affliction, 

Say, is it poſſible you can forgive | 

The fatal Rafhneſs of ungovern'd Love? 

For oh! 'tis certain, if I had not lov'd thee 

Beyond my Peace, .my Reaſon, Fame and Life, 

Defir'd to death, and doated to Diſtraction, 

This Day of Horror never ſhould have known us. 
L. Hat. Oh! Riſe, and let me huſh thy ſtormy Sorrows, 

| [ Raiſing ber. 

Aſſwage thy Tears, for I will chide no more, 

No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy Fair-One. 

] ſee the Hand of Heav'n is arm'd againſt me, 

Ard, in myſterious Providence, decrees 

To puniſh me by thy miſtaken Hand. 5 

Mott righteous Doom ! for oh! while I behold thee, 

Thy Wrongs r ſe up in terrible Array, | 

And chargs thy Ruin on me; thy fair Fame, 


Thy ſpotleſs Zeauty, Innocence and Youth, 


Dithonour'd, blaſted and betray'd by me. ; 
Alic. And does thy Heart relent for my undoing ? 
Oh! that inhuman Ge r could be mov'd, 


But half fo eaſily as I can pardon! 


I. Haft. Here then exchange we mutually Forgivene:s. 
So may the Guilt of all my broken Vows, | 
My Perjuries to thee be all forgotten, 
As he e my Soul acquits thee of my Death, 


As here I part without one angry Thought, 


As here 1 leave thee with the ſofteſt Tenderneſs, _ 
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Mourning the Chance of our diſaſtrous Loves, 

And begoing Heav'n to bleis and to ſupport thee. 
RNat. My Lord, diſpatch; the Duke has ſent to chide me 
For loitering in my Duty— 

L. Haft. I obey. 
Alic. Inſatiate, ſavage Monſter! Is a inc 
So tedious to thy Malice? Oh! repay him, 
Thou great Avenger, give him Blood for Blood: 
Guilt haunt him! Viends purſue him! Lightning blaſt him, 
Some horrid, curſed kind of Death o'ertake him, 
Sudden, and | in the Fulneſs cf his Sins ! 
That he my know how terrible it is, 
To want that Moment he denies thee now. | 
L. Haft. Tis all in vaio, this Rage that tears thy Boſom, 
Like a poor Bird that flutters in its Cage, 
That beat'ſt thyſelf to Death. Retire, I beg thee ; 
To ſee thee thus, thou know'ft not how it wounds me, 
Thy Agonies are added to my own, 
And make the Burthen more than I can bear. 
Farewell — Good Angels viſit thy Afflictions, 
And bring thee Peace and Comfort from above. 
Alic. Oh! ſtab me to the Heart, ſome pitying Hand, 
Nou ſtrike me dead 
L. Hat. One thing I had forgot 
I charge thee by our preſent common Miſes, 
By our paſt Loves, if yet they have a Name, 
By all thy Hopes of Peace here and hereafter, 
Let not the Rancour of thy Hate purſue 
The Innocence of thy unhappy Friend; 
Thou know'ft who'tis Imean; Oh ſhould thou wrong her, 
Juſt Heav'n ſhall dauble all thy Woes upon thee, 
And make em know no End——Remember this 
As the laſt wa: ning of a dying Man: | 
Farewell for ever ! [The Guards carry. * fi 
Alic. For ever? Oh! For ever? 
Oh! Who can hear to be a Wreatch for ever! 
My Rival too! His laſt Thoughts hung on her, 
And as he parted, left a Blefling for her: 
Shall ſhe be bleſt, and I be curtt, for ever! 
No; fince her fatal Beauty was the Cauſe 
Of all my Suff”rings, let her ſhare my Pains; . 
Let her, like me, of ev'ry Joy forlorn, 


ö 
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Wich looſe Neglect her lovely Treſſes hung; 


44 The TRAGEDY/ of 


Devote when ſach a Wretch was born: 


Like me to Deſarts and to Darkneſs run, 

Abhor the Day, and curſe the golden Sun; 

Caſt every Good, and ev'ry Hope behind; 

Deteſt the Works of Nature, loath Mankind : b 

Like me, with Cries diſtracted fill the Air | 
Tear her poor Boſom, rend her frantic Hair; 

And prove the Torments of the lait Deſpair. [ Exit. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
8 CEN E the Street. | 
Eurer Bellmour, Dumont ad Shore. 
S5. OU faw her then? 4 
Bell. I met her as returning 
In folemn Penance from the public Croſs. 


Before her, certain raſcal Officers, 


Slaves in Authority, and Knaves of Juſtice, 
Prac!zi:2'd the Tyrant Glofter's cruei Orders, 
On either Side her march'd an ill-look'd Prieſt, 
W ho witi ſevere, with horrid haggard Eyes, 


Did ever and anon by turns upbraid her, 


And thunder in her trembling Ear Damnation. 


Around her, numberleſs the Rabble flow'd, 


Shouldring each other, crowding for a View, 


 Gaping and gazing, taunting and zeviling ; 


Some pitying, but thoſe, alas! how few ! 
The moſt, fuch iron Hearts we are, and fuch 


The baſe Barbarity of human Kind, 


With Inſolence and lewd Reproach purſu'd her, 
Hooting and railing, and with villaaous Hands 
Gath'ring the Filth from out the common Ways, 
To hurl upon her Head: 

Sh. Inhuman Dogs! 
How did ſhe bear it:? | 

Bell. With the gentlef Patience; 
Submiſlive, ſad, and lowly was her Look; 


A burning Taper in her Hand tte bo: e, 


And on her Shoulders carelefly confus'd 


Upon 


n 


To Heav'n ſhe ſeem'd in fervent 
And beg that Mercy Man deny'd her here. 
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Upon her Cheek a faintiſh Fluſh was ſpread, 
Feeble ſhe ſeem'd, and ſorely ſmit with Pain. 
While bare-foot as ſhe trod the flinty Pavement, 
Her Footſteps all along were mark'd with Blood, 


Yet filent ſtill ſhe paſs'd and unrepining; 


Her ſtreaming Eyes bent ever on the Earth, 
Except when in ſome bitter Pang of Sorrow 
2 | 


Sh. When was this piteous 
Bell. Theſe laſt two Days 


Sight ? 


Von know my Care was wholly bent on you, 


To find the happy Means of your Deliverance, 


Which but for Haffing Death I had nor gain'd. 


During that Time, altho' I have not ſeen her. 
Yet divers truſty. Meſſenger I've ſent, 


Jo wait about, and watch a fit Convenience 


To give her ſome Relief; but all in vain; 


A churliſh Guard attends upon her Steps, | 
Who menace thoſe with Death that bring her Comfort, 


Aud drive all Succour from her. 
Sh. Let 'em threaten ; 


Let proud Oppreſſion prove its fierceſt Malice; 


So Heav'n befriend my Soul, as here I vow | 
To give her Help, and ſhare one Fortune with her. 


Bell. Mean you to fee her, thus, in your own Form 4 
$4. I do. 


Bell. And have vou thought upon the Conſequence ? 
$h. What is there I ſhould ſear ? 
Bell. Have you examin'd 

Into your inmoſt Heart, and try'd at 1 

The ſew'ral ſecret Springs that move the Paſſions ? 

Has Mercy fixt her Empire the-e fo ſure, 

'Fhat Wrath and Vengeance never may return ? 

Can you reſume a Huſband's Name, and bid 


| That wakeful Dragon, fierce Reſentment ſleep ? 


SY. Why doſt thoa ſearch ſo deep, and urge my Memory ? 
To coryure up my Wrongs to Lite again: F 


1 have long labour'd to forget myſelf 


To think on all Time, backward, like a Space, , 
Idle and void, where nothing &er had Being; 


But thou haſt peopled it again; Revenge 


And 
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And Jealouſy renew their horrid Forms, 


5200t all their Fires, and drive me to Diſtraction. 
Bell. Far — the Thought from me! my Care Mas 
ON 
To arm you 4 the Meeting: Better were it 
Never to ſee her, than to let that Name 
Recall foi gotten Rage, and make the Huſband 
Deſtroy the gen'rous Pity of Dumont. 
Sh. Oh! thou haſt ſet my beſy Brain at work, 
And now ſhe muſters up a Train of Images, 
Which to preſerve my Peace I had caſt afide, 


And ſunk in deep Oblivion——— Oh ! that Form! 


That Angel-face on which my Dotage hung ! 
How Have I gaz'd upon her! till my Soul 
With very Eagerneſs went forth towards her, 
And iſſu'd at my Eyes Was there a Gem 
Which the Sun ripens in the /rdian Mine, 
Or the rich Boſom of the Ocean yields, 
What was there Art could make, or Wealth could buy, 
Which I have left unſought todeck her Beauty ? 
What could her King do more: And yet ſhe fled. 

Bell. Away with that fad Fancy | | 

S. Oh! that Day . 
The Thought of it muſt live for ever with me. 
I met her, Bellmour, when the Royal Spoiler 
Bore her in Triumph from my widow'd Home! 
Within his Chariot by his Side ſhe fat, i 
And liſten'd to his Talk with downward Looks, 
Till ſudden as ſhe chanc'd aſide to glance, 
Her Eyes encounter'd mine Oh! then my Friend ' 
Oh ! who can point my Grief and her Amazement ! 
As at the Stroke of Death, twice turn'd ſhe pale, 
And twice a burning Crimſon bluſt'd all o'er her; 
Then with a Shriek Heart-wounding loud ſhe cry d. 
While down her Cheeks two guſhing Torrents ran 
Faſt falling on her Hands, which thus ſhe w rung 
Mov'd at her Grief, the Tyrant Raviſher, ; 
With courteous Action woo'd her oft to turn; 
Earneſt he ſeem'd to plead ; but all in vain; 
Ev'n to the laſt ſhe bent her Sight tou ards me, 
And follow'd me till I had loſt myſelf. 


Bell. 


ell. 


Can ſhe 


It is too much 
They are aton'd at full Why ſtay we then? 


Her fainting Steps, and meet we here together, [Excunt. 


Bell. Alas ! for pity ! Oh ! thoſe ſpeaking Tears ! 
Could they be falſe? Did ſhe not ſuffer with you? 
And tho? the King by Force poſſeſs'd her Perſon, 

Her unconſenting Heart dwelt ſt. ll with you: 

If all her former Woes were not enough, 

Look on her now, bzhold her where ſhe wanders, 
Hunted to death, diſtreſs'd on every Side, 

With no one Hand to help; and tell me then, 
If ever Miſery were known like hers? | 

Sh. And can ſhe bear it? Can that delicate Frame 
Endure the beating of a Storm ſo rude? 
Can ſhe, for whom the various Seaſons chang'd, | 
To court her Appetite, and crown her Board, I 
For whom the foreign Vintages were preſs'd, 
For whom the Merchant ſpread his filken Stores, 
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Fntreat for Bread, and want the nezdful Raiment, 
To wrap her ſniv'ring Boſom from the Weather ? 
When ſhe was mine, no Care came ever nigh her. 
I thought the gentleſt Breeze that wakes the Sp. ing 
Too rough te breathe upon her; Chearfulneſs 
Danc'd all the Day before her; and at Night 

Soft Slumbers waited on her downy Pillow 


ow fad and ſhelterleſs, perhaps, ſh lies, 


Were piercing Winds blow ſharp, and the chill Rain 


Drops from fome Pent-houſe on her wretched Head, 


Dienches her Locks, and kills her with the Cold. 
Jence with her paſt Offences, 


On! let us haſte, my Friend, and find her out. 
Bell. Somewhere about this Quarter of the Town, 
I hear the poor abandon'd Creatu e lingers : 


| Her Guard, tho' ſet with firifteſt Watch to keep 8 | 


All Food and Friendſhip fiom her, yet permit her 
To wander in the Streets, there chooſe her bed, 


And reſt her Head on what cold Stone ſhe pleafes. 


$h. Here let us then divide ; each in his Round 
To ſearch her Sorrows out; whoſe hap its 
Firſt to behold her, this way let him lead 


Ex- 
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Enter Jane Shore, her Hair hanging looſe on her Shoulders, 
and bare-footed. 


7. Sh. Yet, yet endure, nor murmur, Oh ! my Soul ! 
For are not thy Tranſgreſſions great and numberleſs ? 
Do they not cover thee like riſing Floods, 

And preſs thee like a Weight of Waters down? 
Does not the Hand of Righteouſneſs afflit thee ? 
And who ſhall plead againſt it? Who ſhall ſay 
To Pow'r Almighty, Thou haft done enough; 


Or bid his dreadful Rod of Vengeance ſtay ? 


Wait then with Patience, till the circling Hours 
Shall bring the Time of thy appointed Reft, 

And lay thee down in Death. 'The Hireling thus 
With Labour drudges out the painful Day, 

And often looks with long expecting Eyes 

To ſee the Shadows rife, and be Jifaif'd. 

And hark! methinks the Roar that late purſu'd me. 
Sinks like the Murmars of a falling Wind, | 
And ſoftens into Silence. Does Revenge 

And Malice then grow weary and forſake me? 
My Guard too, that obſerv'd me till fo cloſe, 

Tire in the "Taſk of their inhuman Office, 

And loiter far behind. Alas ! I faint, 

My Spirits fail at once This is the Door 


Of my Alicia hleſſed Opportunity! 


I'll teal a little Succour from her Goodneſs | | 
Now, while no Eye obſerves me. { She knocks at the Deer. 


Emer a Servant, 


Is your Lady, 


My gentle Friend, athome? Oh] bring me to her. [Going in. 


Ser. Hold Miſtreſs, whither wou'd you? | Putting her back, 


J. Sb. Do you not know me? 

Ser. I know you well, and know my Orders too, 
You mutt not enter here@—— | 

J. Sh. Tell my Alicia, 
"Tis I would ſee her. 

Ser. She is ill at Eaſe, 
And will admit no Viſiter. 


JANE SHORE. 49 
J. Sh. But tell her 
'Tis I, her Friend, the Partner of her Heart, 
Wait at the Door and beg 
Ser. Tis all in vain, | 
Go hence, and howl to thoſe that will regard you. 
| [ Shuts the Door, and Exit. 
J. Sh. It was not always thus; the Time has been, 
When this unfriendly Door that bars my Paſſage, 
Flew wide, and almoft leap'd from off its Hinges 
To give me Entrance here ; When this good Houſe 
Has pour'd forth all its Dwellers to receive me ; 
When my Approach has made a little Holy-day, 
And ev'ry Face was drefs'd in Smites to meet me: 
But now tis otherwiſe ; and thoſe who bleſs'd me, 
Now curſe me to my Face. Why ſhould I wander, 
Stray further on, for I can die ev'n here _ 
[ She fits doæun at the Door. 
Enter Alicia in Diſorder ; twco Servants following. 
Alic. What Wretch art thou? whoſe Miſery and 
Baſeneſs 8 5 | 
Hangs on my Door ; whoſe hateful Whine of Woe 
Breaks in upon my Sorrows, and diſtracts 
My jarring Senſes with thy Beggar's Cry. 
| J. Sh. A very Beggar, and a Wretch indeed; 
One driv'n by ſtrong Calamity to ſeek 
For Succour here ; one periſhing for Want, 
Whoſe Hunger has not taſted Food theſe three Day; 
And humbly afks, for Charity's dear Sake, 
A Draught of Water, and a little Bread. | 
Alic. And doſt thou come to me, to me for Bread? 
I know thee not. Go hunt for it abroad, 
Where wanton Hands upon the Earth have ſcatter d it, 
Or caſt it on the Waters Mark the Eagle, 
And hungry Vulture, where they wind the Prey ; 
Watch where the Ravens of the Valley feed, 
And ſeek thy Food with them know thee not. 
J. Sb. And yet there was a Time, when my Alicia 
Has thought unhappy Shore her deareſt Blefling, 
And mourn'd that li Tong er the paſs d without me, 


530 The TRactoy df 
pair'd like Turtles, we were ſtill together 
When often as we prattled Arm in Arm, 


| Inclining fondly to me ſhe has ſworn, 
She lov'd me more than all the World beſides. 


Alic. Ha! ſayeſt thou! Let me look upon thee well— 
"Tis true I know thee now - A Miſchief 
on thee ! 
Thou art that fatal Fair, that curſed She, 
That ſet my Brain a madding. Thou has robb'd me; 
Thou haft undone me Murder! Oh my Haſtings / 
See his pale bloody Head ſhoots glaring by me ! 
Give him me back again, thou ſoft Deluder, 
Thou beauteous Witch | 
J. Sh. Alas! I never wrong'd you—— 


Oh! then be good to me; have Pity on me ; 


Thou never knew'ſt the Bitterneſs of Want, 
And may'lt thou never know it. Oh ! beſtow 
Some poor Remain, the voiding of thy Table, 
A Morſel — 2 . 
* Alic. Avant ! and come not near m 
J. Sb. To thy Hand 85 
rtruſted all, gave my whole Store to thee ; 


| 1 | 
And all the ſmiling cringing Traie of Courtiers, 
That bent the Knee thee ? 


J. Sb. Oh! for Mercy ! | : 
Alic. „ P I am mi- 
5 = 
Pll give thee Miſery, for here ſhe dwells; 
This is her Houſe, where the Sun never dawns, | 


The Bird of Night fits ing o'er the Roof, 
Grim ſpectres | —_ id Gloom, 
And naught is heard but ings and Lamentings. 


Hark ! ing cracks above ! it ſhakes, it totters ! 
And fee the nodding Ruin falls to cruſh me ! 
"Tis fall'n, tis here! I feel it on my Brain ! 
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1 Serv. This Sight diſorders her- 
2 Serv. Retire dear Lady 
And leave this Woman— mY 
Alic. Let her take my Counſel ! 3 
Why ſhould'ſt thou be a Wretch ? Stab, tear thy Heart, 
And rid thyſelf of this deteſted Being, 
I wo'not linger long behind thee here. 
A waving Flood of blewith Fire ſwells o'er me; 
And now tis out, and I amdrown'd in Blood. 
Ha! what art thou! thou horrid headleſs Trunk ? 
It is my Haſtings / See, he wafts me on 
Amway : I go, I fly ! 1 follow thee. | 
But come not thou with Miſchief-making Beauty 
To interpofe between us, look not on him, 
_ Give thy fond Arts and thy Deluſions oer; 
For thou ſhalt never, never part us more. | 
[She runs off, her Servants fellc=ui ng. 
J. Sb. Alas! She raves ; her Brain, I fear is turn'd. 
In Mercy look upon her, gracious Heav'n, 
Nor viſit her for any Wrong to me. 
Sure I am near upon my Journey's End; 
My Head runs round, my Eyes begin to fail, 
And dancing Shadows ſwim before my Sight, 
I can no more, [/ics down] receive me thou cold Earth, 
Thou common Parent take me to thy Boſom, 
And let me reſt with thee. 


Enter Bellmour. 
Bell. Upon the Ground ! 

Thy Miſeries can never lay thee lower; | 
Look up thou poor afflicted one! Thou Mourner 
Whom none has comforted ! Where are thy Friends, 
The dear Companions of thy joyful Days, 
Whoſe Hearts thy warm Proſperity made glad, 
Whoſe Arms were taught to grow like Ivy round thee, 
Ahd bind thee to their Boſoms ?——Thus with thee, 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they ſaid, 
For ſure thou art the Siſter of orr Loves, OR 
And nothing ſhali divide us — Now where ae they? 

Po C 2 | F. Sh, 
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J. Ss. _ Be:hnour, where indeed! They fland 
00 
And view my Deſolation from afar; 
When they paſs by, they ſhake their Head: in Co 
And cry, Bghold the Harlot and her End ! 
And yet thy Goodneſs turns aſide to pity me. 
Alas There may be Danger, get thee gone! 
Let me not pull a Ruin on thy Head, 
Leave me to die alone, for 1 am fall'n 
Never to rite, and all Relief is vain. 

Bell. Vet raiſe th dooping Head ; for F am come 
To chace away Deipair. Behold ! where yonder 
That honeſt 4 that faithful b. av Dumont, 
ls haſting to thy Aid 

J. Sh. Dumont“ Ha! Where! 

[ Rai/ing berſel lf, and FO abcud, 
Then Heay'n has heard my Pray'r, his very Name 
Renews.the Spfings of Lite, and chears my Soul, 
Has he then *fcap'd the Snare; 

Bell. He has, but ſee 
He comes unlike to that — you knew, 
For now he wears your better Angel's Form, 
And comes to viſit you with Peace and Pardon. 


Enter Shore. 


J. Sb. Speak, tell me! Which is he ? And ho ! What 


Would 
This dreadful Viſion ! See it comes upon me 
It is my Hufband Ah! [ She favoons, 
Sh. She faints ! Support her! 


Suſtain her Head, while I infuſe this Cordial 


Into her dying Lips from ſpicy Drugs, 
Rich Herbs and Flow'rs the potent juice is drawn; 
With wondrous Force it ſt ikes the lazy Spirits, 
Drives them around, and wakens Life anew. 

Bell. Her Weakneſs could not bear the ſtrong Surprize. 
But ſee, ſhe ſtirs! And the returning Blood 
Faintly begins to bluſh again, and kindle 


Sh. So gently aiſle her: [ Raifing 1 2 


Upon her aſhy Cheek 


JANE SHORE. 53 
FJ. Sb. Ha! What art thou! Bellmour /! 
Sh. How fare you, Lady? 
J. Sb. My Heart is thrill'd with Horror 
Bell. Be of Courage 
Your Huſband lives! Tis he, my worthieſt Friend 
J. . Still art thou there !-——ſtill doſt thou hover 
round me 
Oh ſave me Bellmour from his angry Shade! 
Bell. Tis he himſelf !——he lives! look up 
J. $h. I dare not | | 
Oh that my Eyes could ſhut him out for ever: 
Sh. Am I ſo hateful then, ſo deadly to thee, 
To blaſt thy Eyes with Horror? Since I'm grown 
A Burden to the World, myſelf and thee, 
Wou'd I had ne'er ſurviv'd to fee thee more. 
F. $5. Oh thou moſt injur'd—Dot thou live indeed! 
Fall then ye Mountains on my guilty Head, MY 
Hide me ye Rocks, within your ſecret Caverns ; 
Calt thy black Veil upoa my Shame, O Night! 
And ſhield me with thy ſable Wing for ever. 
SH. Why doſt thou turn away ?f———— Viy trem- 
ble thus? | | 
Why thus indulge thy Fears? and in Deſpair, 
Abandon thy diſtracted Soul to Horror? 
Caſt every black and guilty Thought behind tree, 
And let *em never vex thy Quiet more. 
My Arms, my Heart are open to receive thee, 
To bring thee back to thy orfaken Home, 
With teuder Joy, with fond forgiving Love, 
And all the Longings of my firit Deſires, 
J. Sb. No, arm thy Brow with Vengeance; and appear 
The Miniſter of Heav'n's inquiring Jultice. 
Array thyſelf all terrible for Judgment, 
Wrath ia thy Eyes, and Thunder in thy Voice ; 
Pronounce my Sentence, and if yet there be 
A Woe J have not felt, inflict it on me. 
Sh. The Meaſure of thy Sorrows is compleat; 
And I am come to ſnatch thee from Iajuſtice. n 
The Hand of Pow'r no more ſhall cruſh thy W 2aicnefs, 
Nor proud Oppreſſion grind thy humble Saul. 7 
C3 | J. &. 
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J. Sh. Art thou not riſen by Miracle from Death? 
Thy Shroud 1s falPn from off thee, and the Grave 


Was bid to give thee up, that thou might'ſt come 


The Meſſenger of Grace and Gœodneſs to me, 
To ſeal my Peace, and bleſs.me e'r I go. 

Oh let me then fall down beneath thy Feet, 

Ard weep my Gratitude for ever there ; 

Give me your Drops, ye ſoft deſcendirg Rains, 


Give me your Streams, ye never ceaſing Springs, 
That my fad Eyes may till ſupply my Duty, 


And feel an everlaſting Flood of Sorrow. Hh 

Sb. Waſte not thy feeble Spirits I have long 
Beheld, unknown, thy Mourning and Repentance ; 
Therefore my Heart has ſet aſide the paſt, 
And holds thee whice, as unoffending Innocence : 
Tnereſore in ſpite of cruel Glaſfer's Rage, 
Soon as my Friend had broke my P:ifon Doors, 
I flew to thy Aſhftance. Let us haſte 
Now while Occaſion ſeems to ſmile upon us. 


Forſake this Place of Shame, and find a Shelter. 


J. Sb. What ſhall I ſay to you? But I obe 
Sh. Lean on my Arm | 
J. Sh. Alas! l am wondrous faint : | 
But that's not firange, I have not eat theſe three Dæys 
SY. On 2 ! look here my Love, I've brought. 
| thee 
Some rich Conſerves 
J. Sb. How can you be ſo good? 
But you were ever thus; 1 well remember 
Wich what fond Care, what Diligence of Love, 
You laviih'd out your Wealth to buy me Pleaſures, 
Preventing every Wiſh: Have you forgot 
'The coftly String of Pea | you brought me home, þ 
And ty'd about my Neck ij'—— —— How could I leave 
ou? | | | 
8h. Taſte ſome of this, or this 
J. Sb. Vou' re ſtrangely alter'd 
Say, gentle Bellmour, is he not? How pale 
Your Viſage is become ? Your Eyes are hollow ; 
Nay, you are wrinkled too Alas the Day! 


My 
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My Wretchedneſs has coſt you many a Tear, 
Aad many a bitter Pang, fince laſt we parted. | 

Sh. No more of that Thou talk'ſt, but do'ſt 

not eat. 

F. Sh. My feeble Jaws forget their common Office, 
My taſteleſs Tongue cleaves to the clammy Roof, 
And now a gen'ral Loathing rows upon me 
Oh, I am ſick at Heart 

Sh. Thou murd'rous Sorrow ! 
Wo't thou ſtill drink her Blood, purſue her Q:ll ? 
Muſt ſhe then die! Oh, my poor Penitent, 
Speak Peace to thy {ad Heart: She hears me not; ; 
G.ief maſters ev'ry Senſe help me to hold her 


Enter Cateſby with A Guard. 


Cat. Seize on 'em both, as Traitors to the State 
Bell. What means this Violence! 
[ Guard's lay hold on Shore and Bellmour, 
Cat. Have we not found you, 
In Scorn of the Proteticr's ſtrict Command, 
Aſſiſting this baſe Woman and — 
Her Iafamy? 
$66. Infamy on thy Head! 
Thou Tool of Power, thou Pander to Authority ! 
I tell thee, thou know'ſt of none ſo virtuous, 
And ſhe that bore thee was an Arthiop to her. 
Cat. You'll anſwer th& at full Away with 'em. 
Sb. Is Charity grown Treaſon to your Court ? 
What honeſt Man would live beneath-ſuch Rulers ? 
I am content that we ſhould die together 5 
Cat. Convey the Men to Priſon; but for her, 
Leave her to hunt her Fortune as ſhe may. 


7. $4. 1 will not part with him for me!. for 
me! | 
Oh! muſt he die for me! 
[Follaauing tim as he is carried of: She falls. 


$5. Inhuman Villains! [ Breaks from the Guard. 
Stand off! The Agonies of Death are on her | 


She pulls, ſhe gripes me hard with her cold hand. 


J. Ss. 
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F. 85. BY — the Blow wanting to compleat my 
uin! 
Oh let him go, ye Miniſlers of Terror. 
He ſhall offend no more, for I will die, 
And yield Obedience to your cruel Maler. 
Tarry a little, but a little longer, 
And take my laſt Breath with you. 
$5. Oh my Love 
Why have I livd to ſee this bitter Moment, 
This Grief by far ſurpaſſing all my former! 
Why doſt thou fix thy dying Eyes upon me 
With ſuch an earneſt, ſuch a piteous Look, 
As if thy Heart were full of ſome fad Meaning 
Thou could'ſt not ſpeak ? 
S. Forgive me but forgive me 
$5. Be Witneſs for me, ye celeſtial Hoſt, 
Such Mercy and ſuch Pardon as my Soul 
Accords to thee, and begs of Heav'n to ſhew thee ; 
May ſuch befal me at my lateſt Hour, | 
And make my Portion bleſt or curs'd for ever. | 
J. Sb. Then all is well, and [ — in 
Peace.— 
Tis very dark, ard I have loſt you now 
Was there not ſomething I would have n 
| ou ? 
Pur! 3 left me to beſtow, 
Nothing but one 1 d Sigh. O Mercy, Heav'n! [ Dies. 
Bell. There fled the Soul, 
And left her Load of Miſery behind. 
Sh. Ch my Heart's Treaſure! Is this pale fad Viſage 
All that remains of thee ; ate theſe dead Eyes 
'The Light that cheer my Soul ? Oh heavy Hour! 
But I will fx my trembling Lips to thire, 
Till I 2m cold and fenfſelefs quite, as thou art. 
What, muſt we part then? will you 
| [To the Guards taking him anvay. 
Fare thee well Kling ber. 
Now execute your Tyrant's Will, and lead me 
To Bonde, or Death, tis equally ndiffe;enc. 


Bell. 
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Bell Let thoſe, who view this ſad Example, know, 
What Fate attends the broken Marriage Vow ; 
And teach their Children in ſucceeding Times, 
No common Vengeance waits upon theſe Crunes, 
When ſuch ſevere Repentance could not ſave 
From Want, from Shame, and an untimely Grave. 
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EPILOGU E. 


Spoken by Mrs. OI DIE TI 5. 


2 mode? Matrons all, ze virtucut Vier, 
Who lead with horrid Huſband's, decent Li ves; 
Tou, who for all you are in ſuch a taking, 
To ſee your Spouſes drinking, gaming, rating, 
Yet make a Conſcience ftill of Cuc old making ; 
IF hat can we ſay your Pardon to obtain? 
This Matter here avas prov'd againſt poor Jane: 
She zever once deny d it, but in ſhort, 
Whimf er'4—and cry. ſweet Sir, Pm ſorry for” t. 
*T wwas well he met a kind, goed-natur'd Sou!, 
Ws are not all jo eaſy to controul : 
1 fancy one might find in this g:0d Town 
Seme wwou'd ba? told the Gentleman his daun; 


Aave anſwer'd ſnart. To what do you a 


Blockhead?— As if I muſt n't fee a Friend: 

Tell me of Hackney Coaches — Jaunts to th' City—— 
Where ſhould I buy my China? — Faith, I'Il fit ye—— 
Our os was of a milder, meeker Spirit; 

You !-—Lords and Maſters — not that ſeme Merit ? 
Dent you allow it ta be wirtuous Bearing, 


When v we ſubmit thus to your Domineering ? 


Well, Peace be with her, fhe did wrong moſt ſurely ; 
But ſo do many mare who look demurely. 


Nor fheu'd our mournirg Madam weep clone, 


bers are more Ways of Wickedneſs than one. 


7 the reforming Stage — fall to ſhaming 
Il nature, Pride, Hypocriſy, and Gaming; 
T he Poets frequently might movve Compaſſion, 
Lad =ith She-Tragedies “er- run the. Nations 


Then 


EPILOGUE. 
Then judge the fair Offender with Goad. nature, 
And let your Fellow-feeiing curb your Satire. 
What if our Neighbours have little Failing, 
Muft wwe needs fall to Damning and to Railing ? 
For her Excuſe too, be it underſtood, | 

That if the Woman was not quite ſo good, 

Her Lover wwas a King, ſbe Fleſh and Blood. 
And fince ſ has dearly paid the finful Score, 
Be kind at laſt, and pity poor Jane Shore. 
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To my Eſteemed FRIEND 


THOMAS BOTELER, E; 


8 IR, 
N NNO U have a natural Right to this Piece, fince 

| by your Advice Iattempted the Revival of ic 
: Xx wich Alterations. Nothing but the Power of 
WH your Perſuaſion, and my Zeal for all the 

| Remains of Shateſpear, could have wrought 
me to ſo bold an Undertaking. I found that the New- 
modelling of this Story would force me ſometimes on the 
difficult 'Taſk of making the chiefeſt Perſons ſpeak ſome- 
thing like their Characters, on Matter whereof I had no 
Ground in my Author. Lear's real and Eagar's pre- 
tended Madneſs have ſo much of extravagant Nature, 
(I know not how elſe to expreſs it) as could never have 
itarted, but from our Shake/pear's Creating Fancy. The 
Images and Language are ſo odd and ſurpriſing, and yet ſo 
agreeable and proper, that whilit we grant tnat none but 
Shakeſpear could have formed ſuch Conceptions, we 
are ſatisfied that they were the only Things in the World 
that ought to be {aid on thoſe Occaſions. I found che Whole 
to anſwer your Account of it, a Heap of Jewels unſtrung, 
and unpoliſh'd ; yet ſo dazzling in their Diſorder, that I 
ſoon perceived I had ſeized a '[ reature. It was my good 
Fortune to light on one Expedient to rectify what was 
wanting in the Regularity and Probability of the Tale, 
which was to run through the whole, 4 Love betwixt 
Zagar and Cordelia, that never changed Word with each 
other in the Origiual. This renders Crdelia's Indifference, 
and her Father's Paſſion in the firſt Scene, probable. It 
likewiſe gives Countenance to Edgars Diſguiſe, making 
that a generous Deſign that was before a poor Shift to ſave 
his Life. The Diſtreſs of the Story is evidently heightened 
by it; and it particularly gave Occaſion of a new Scene 
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or Two, of more Succeſs (perhap:) than Merit. This Me- 
thod necefſarily threw me on making the Tale conclude 
in a Succeſs to the innocent diſtreſt Perfons : Otherwiſe L 
muit have incumbered the Stage with dead Bcdies, which 
Conduct makes many Tragedies conclude with unſeaſona- 
ble Jeſts. Yet was I wrack'd with no ſmall Fears for fo 
bold a Change, till I found it well received by my Au- 
dience; and if this will not ſatisfy the Reader, I can pro- 
| duce an Authority that queſtionleſs will. 
Mr. Dryden Nei: her is it of fs Trivial an Undertaking 
in his Preface t male a Tragedy end happily, for "tis 
to the Spano more difficult to [ave then "tis to kill. The 
Fr;ar. Dageer and Cup of Poiſon are always in 
Readineſs ; but to bring the Action to the 
tft Extremity, and then by probable Means to recover All, 
ill require the Ait and Fudsment of a Writer, and coſt 
kim many a Pang in the Performance. : 
I have one Thing more to apolegize for, which is, that 
J have not ufed leſs Quaintneſs of Expreſſion even in the 
newelt Parts of this lay. I confeſs, it was Deſign in me, 
partly to comply with my Author's Style, to make the 
Scenes of a Piece, and partly to give it ſome Reſemblance 
of the Time and Perſons here reprefented. This, Sir, I 
ſubmit wholly to you, who are both a Judge and Matter 
of Style. Nature had exempted you before you went 
Abroad from the Moroſe Saturnine Humour of our Coun- 
try, and you brought Home the Refinedneſs of Travel 
without the Affectation. Many Faults I fee in the follow- 
ing Pages, and queſtion not but you will diſcover more; 
yet I will preſume ſo far on your Friendſhip, as to make 
the Whole a Preſent to you, and ſubſcribe myſelf, 


Your obliges Friend, 
and humble Servant, 


N. TATE. 
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RY INC E by Miſtakes your beftl Detights are made, 
(Fer een your Wives can pleaſe in Alaſquerade ) 

were worth our while F haue drawn you in this Day 

By a neto Name to our old honeſt Play; 

But he that aid this Evening's Treat pretare } 

Bluntly reſolved before-hand to declare c 

Your Entertainment ſbauld be msft eld Fare. | 

Yet hopes, ſince in rich Shakeſp2ar's Soil it grew, 

*T well reliſß yet with thoſe wh:ſe T aftes are ou, 

Ad his Ambition is to pleaſe a Few. 

IJ then this Heap of Flaw rs ſhall chance to wear, 

Freſh Beauty in the Order they now bear, 

En this is Shakefpear's Pra: fe; each Ruflick knows 

* Mong /t plenteous Floors a Garland to compoſe, 

Which ſtrung by his coarſe Hand may fat airer ſboto, 

But "twas a Power Divine firſt made em grow. 

My fhou'd theſe Scenes lie 140 in which toe find 

A hat may at once divert and mack the Mind ? 

Merali were always proper for the Stage, 

But are ev*n neceſſary in this Age. 

Poets muſt take the Churches teaching Trade, 

Since Prieſts their Province of Intrigue invade z 

But we the worſt in this Exchange 2 get, 

In vain our Poets preach, whilſt Clarchuien plot. 
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KING LEAR. 


ACT I. 
Enter Baſtard ſolus. 


Bag. WHERE HOU Nature art my Goddeſs ; to 
X tby Law 
by 2 — are bound; why am 1 
| then 
KKK p. 


priv'd of a Son's Right, becauſe I 
came not 


In * dull Road that Cuſtom has preſcrib'd 2 
Why Baſtard ? Wherefore Baſe ? When I can boaſt 


A Mind as gen'rous, and a Shape as true 

As honeſt Madam's Iſſue ? Why are we 

Held Baſe, who in the luſty Stealth of Nature 
Take fiercer Qualities than what compound 


'The ſcanted Births of the ſtale Marriage - bed? 


20 Well 
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Well then, 132 Edgar, to thy Right 
Wil 


Of Law | will oppoſe a Baſtard's Cunning. 
Our Father's Love is to the Baſtard Edmand 
As to legitimate Edgar ; with Succeſs 
I've pra&tis'd yet on both their eaſy Natures : 
Here comes the old Man, chaf'd with the Information 
Which laſt I forg'd againſt my Brother Edgar; 
A Tale fo plauſible, fo boldly utter'd, 
And heighten'd by ſuch lucky Accidents, | 
That now the ſlighteſt Circumſtance confirms him, 
And baſe-bora Edmund, ſpight of Law, inherits, 
bt Enter * ＋ Gloſter. 
Gh. Nay, my , your Chari 
O'erſhoots ng | in his Behalf ; af 
You are yourſelf a Father, and may feel 
The Sting of Diſobedience from a Son | 
Firſt- born and beſt-belov'd: O Villain Ezzar / 
Kent. Be not tœo raſh ; all may be Forgery, 
Ard Time yet clear the Duty of your Son. 
G!oft. Plead with the Seas, and reaſon down the Winds, 
Vet ſhalt thou ne er convince me: I have ſeen 
His foul Deſigns through all a Father's Fordnes : 
But be this Light and thou my Witneſſes, 
That | diſcard him here from my Poſ[-flions, 
Divorce him from my Heart, my Blood, and Name, 
Baſt. It works as I cou'd wiſh ; VII ſhew myſelf... 
 Gk/t. Ha, Edmnnd! welcome Boy. O Kent! ſee here 
' Inverted Nature, Gh/ter's Shame and Glory: 
This By-born, the wild Sally of my Youth, 
Purſues me with all filial Offices ; 
W hilit Eagar, begg'd of Heaven, and born in Honour, 
Draws Plagues on my white Head, that urge me till 
To curſe in Age the Pleaſure of my Youth. 
Nay, weep not, Edmund, for thy Brother's Crimes. 
O gen'rous Boy ! thou ſhar'ftt but half his Blood, 
Yet lov'ſt beyond the Kindneſs of a Brother: 
But I'll reward thy Virtue. Follow me. 
My Lord, you wait the King, who comes reſolv'd 
To quit the Toils of Empire, and divide | 
His Realms amongſt his Daughters. Heaven ſuccead it; 
But much I fear the Change. e 1 
| | ut, 
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Kent I grieve to fee him * 
With ſuch wild Starts of Paſſion hourly ſeiz d, 
As renders Majeſty beneath itſelf. 
Ghzſt. Alasf tis the Infirmity of his Age: 
Yet has his Temper ever been unfixt, 
Chol rick and ſudden. Hark, they approach. 
[ Exexnt Gloſt. and Baſt. 
Flouriſb. Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Burgundy, Edzar, 
Goneril, Regan, Cordelia, Edgar Heating to Cordelia 


at Entrance. 
Edhar. Cordelia, Royal Fair, turn yet once more, 
And e er {ucceisful Bargunay receive 
The Treaſure of thy Beauties from the King 
E'er happy Burgundy for ever fold Thee, 
Caſt back one pitying Look on wretched Edgar. 
Cord. Alas! What wou'd the wretched Edgar with 
The more unfortunate Cordelia ; 
Who, in Obedience to a Father's Will, 
Flies from her E4rar's Arms, to Burgundys? 


Lear. Atte d my Lords of Albany and Corwwall, 
With Princeiy Burg undy? | 


Alb. We do, my L | 
Lear. Give me the Map Know, Lords, we have 
In Three, our Kingdom, having row reſolv'd (divided | 
To di engage from our long Toil of State, | 
Corferring all upon your younger Years 3, 
Jou Burgundy, Cornwall and Albany. 
Long in our Court have made your amorous. ſojourn, 
And row are to be anſwer d. — Tell me, my Daughters, . 
Which of you loves us moſt, that we may place 
Our largeit Bounty with the largeſt Merit. 
Goneril, our Eideſt born, ſpeak firſt. 5 
Cor. Sir, | do love you more than Words can utter, 
Beyond what can be valu'd rich or rare; 
Nor Liberty, nor Sight, Health, Fame, or Bzauty, 
Are half fo dear: my Life for you were vile; 
As much as Child can love the beſt of Fathers, 
Lear. Of all theſe Bounds, &en from this Line to this, 
With ſhady Foreſis, and wide {kirted Meads, 
We make thee Lady; to thine and 4/bany's Iſſue 
Be this perpetual — What ſays our Second Daughter, 
Regan, Wife to Corr w 


A 5 Fer. 
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Res. My Sitter, Sir, in Part, exprefl my Lore; 
For ſuch as hers, is mine, though more extended: 
Senſe has no other Joy that I can reliſh, | 
I have my All in my dear Liege's Love. 

Lear. Therefore, to thee and thine Hereditary, 
Remain this ample 'Third of our fair Kingdom. 

Cord. Now comes my Trial — How am I diſtreſt? [ Adi. 
That muſt with cold Speech tempt the chol'rick King 
Rather to leave me dowerlefs, than condemn me | 
To loath'd Embraces. 

Lear. Speak now our laſt, not leaft in our dear Love ; 
So ends my Taſk of State—— Cordelia, ſpeak. | 
What canſt thou ſay to win a richer Third 

Than what thy Siſters gain d? 

Card. Now muſt my Love, in Words, fall ſhort of theirs; 
As much as it exceed in Truth—— Nothing, my Lord. 

Lear. Nothing can come of Nothing, ſpeak again. 

Corel. Unhappy am I that I can't diſſemble: DE 
Sir, as I ought, f love your Majeſty, 

No more, nor leſs. 
Lear. Take heed, Cordelia; 
Thy Fortunes are at flake, think better on't, 
And mend thy Speech a little. | 
Cord. O my Leige? 
You gave me Being, bred me, dearly love me, 
And J return my Duty as I ought ; 
Obey you, love you, and moft honour you. 
Why have my Siſters Huſbands, if they love you All ? 
Haply when I hall wed, the Lord whoſe Hand 
Shall take my Plight, will carry half my Love; 
For I ſhall never marry like my Siſters, 
To love my Father All. 
Bear. And goes thy Heart with this? 
"Tis ſaid that Jam choPrick. Judge me, Gods, 
& there not Cauſe ? Now, Minion, I perceive 
The Truth of what has been ſuggeſted to us; 
Thy Fondneſs for the Rebel Son of Glaſter, 
Falſe to his Father, as thou art to my Hopes : 
And, oh ! take heed, raſh Girl, left we comply 
Wich thy fond Wiſhes, which thou wilt too late 
Repen:; for znow our Nature cannot brock | 
# Child young, and fo ungentle. Card. 


Cord. So young, my Lord, and true. 
Tear. Thy Truth then be thy Dow'r; 
For by the ſacred Sun, and folemn Night, 

I here diſclaim all my paternal Care, 

And from this Minute hold thee as a Stranger 

Both to my Blood and Favour. 

Kent. This is Frenzy. 

Coyſider, good my Liege 
Lear. Peace, Kent; 

Come not between a Dragon and his Rage. 

I lov'd her moſt, and in her tender Truſt 

Deſign'd to have beſtow'd my Age at Faſe. 

So be niy Grave my Peace, as here I give 

My Hcart from her, ard with it all my Wealth. 

My Lords of Cornwall and of Albany, 

I do invef you jointly with full Right 

In this fair 1 hird, Coraelia's forfeit Dow'r. 

Mark me, my Lords, obſerve our laft Reſolve ; 

Our Self, attended with an hundred Knights, 

Will make Abode with you in monthly Courſe ; 

The Name alone of King remain with me, 

Yours be th' Execution and Revenues. 

'This is our final Will; and to confirm it, 

This Coronet part between you. 

Kent. Royal Lear, 

| Whom I have ever honour'd as my King, 

Lov'd as my Father, as my Mafter follow'd, 

And, as my Patron, thought on in my Pray'rs 
Lear. Away, the Bow is bent, make from the Shaft. 
Kent. No, let it fall, and drench within my IIeart: 

Be Kent unmannerly when Lear is mad ; 

Thy youngeſt Daughter 
Lear. On thy Life no more. 

Kent. What wilt thou do, old Man ? 

Lear. Qut of my Sight. 

Kent, See better firſt. 

Lear. Now by the Gods 

Kent. Now by the Gods, rath King, thou fwear'ft in 

Lear. Ha, Traitor! | [yain, 
Kent. Do, kill thy Phyſician, Lear; LE 
Strike thro wy Throat, yet with my lateſt Breath 


ru 
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II thunder in thine Ear my juſt Complaint, 

And tell thee to thy Face, that thou doſt ill. 
Lear. Hear me, raſh Man; on thy Allegiance hear me: 

Since thou haſt tiriven to make Us break our Vow, 

And preit between our Sentence and our Pow'r, 

Which nor our Nature, nor our Place can bear, 

We baniſh thee for ever from our Sight 

And Kingdom: If when three Days are expired, 

Thy hated Trunk be found in our Dominions, 

That Moment is thy Death — Away. 
Kent. Why fare thee well, King; ſince thou art rt refuly'd, 

J take thee at thy Word, and will not ſtay 

To ſee thy Fall: The Gods protect thee, Maid, 

That — thinks, and has moſt juſtly ſaid. 

Thus to new Climates my old Truth I bear; 

Friendſhip lives hence, and Baniſhment is here. [ Exit. 
Lear. Now, Burgunah, you fee her Price is fall'n ; 

Yet if the Fondnefs of your Paſſion till 

Affects her as ſhe ſtands, dow) rleſs, and loft | 

In our Eſteem, ſhe's yours ; take her, or leave her. 
Burg, Pardon me, Royal Lear, I b:t demand 

The Dow'r yourſelf propos'd, and here I take 

Caraelia by the Hand, Dutcheſs of Burgundy. 

| Tear. Then leave her, Sir ; for, by a Father's Rage, 

I tell you all her Wealth. Away. 
Burg. Then, Sir, be pleas'd to charge the Breach 
Of our Alliance on your own Will, 


Not my Inconſtancy. [Exeunt. 
Manent Edgar 
Eax. Hes Hear's than th a gh Merof wy Love 
odd ol uo oy e Thought ? 


. re & rich a Prize 
leave her to . 
Have 1 thy Hand Conde? Do I claſp it ? 
The Hand that was this Minute to have join'd 
My hated Rival's ? Do I kneel before thee, 
And offer at thy Feet my panting Heart? 
Smile, Princeſs, and convince me; for as yet 
I doubt, and dare not truſt the dazzling Joy. 
Card. Some Comfart yet, that "twas n. 
That has depriv'd me of a Father's Grace, 
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But merely want of that that makes me rich 


In wanting it ; a ſmooth profeſſing Tongue. 


O Sitters! I am loth to call your Fault 
As it deſerves; but uſe our Father well, 
And wrong d Cordelia never ſhall repine. 
Eag. O heav'nly Maid! that art thyſelf thy Dow'r, 
Richer in Virtue than the Stars in Light ; 


If Eagar's humble Fortunes may be grac'd 


With thy Acceptance, at thy Feet he lays 'em. 
Ha, my Coda doſt thou turn away ? 


What have I done Yoffend thee ? 


Cord. Talk'd of Love. 
Ezz. Then I've offended oft; Cordelia too 
Has oft permitted me ſo to offend. 


Cord. When, Edgar, I permitted your Addreſſes, 
I was the darling Daughter of a King, 


Nor can | now forget my Royal Birth, 


And live dependent on my Lover's Fortune; 


I cannot to fo low a Fate ſubmit ; 


And therefore ſtudy to your Paſſion, 
And trouble me upon this Theme no more. 
ag. Thus Majeſty takes moſt State in Diſtreſs! 
How are we toſt on Fortune's fickle Flood! 
The Wave that with ſurpriſing Kindneſs brought 
The dear Wreck to my Arms, has ſnatch'd it back, 
And left me mourning on the barren Shore. 
Cord. This Baſeneſs of the ignoble Burgundy, [4ide. 
Draws juſt Suſpicion on the Race of Men; 


His Love was Int'reſt, ſo may Exgar's be, 


And he but with more Compliment diſſemble; 

If fo, I ſhall oblige him by denying. 

But if his Love 

As warms our Breaſts, if ſuch I find his Paſſion, 

My Heart as grateful to his Truth ſhall be, 

And cold Cordelia prove as kind as he. [ Exit, 
| Enter Baſtard Bafiih. 

Baff. Brother, I've found you in a lucky Minute; 

Fly and be fafe, ſome Villain has incens d 

Our Father againit y our Life. 

OE Cordebia | but oh ! more cruel ! 


me, Sir, * Life, your Life's in " 
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Eag. A Reſolve fo ſudden, 
And of ſuch black Importance ! 
Baſt. "Twas not ſudden, 
Some Villain has of long Time laid the Train. 
Eag. And yet, perhaps, twas but pretended Coltnes, 
To try how far my Paſſion would purſue. 
Bat. He hears me not; wake, wake, Sir. 
Eds. Say ye, Brother 
No Tears, good Edmund ; if thou bring ſt me Tidings | 
To ſtrike me dead, for Charity delay not; 
That Preſent will befit ſo kind a Hand. 
Baſt. Your Danger, Sir, comes on ſo faſt, 
That I want Time Cinform you; but retire, 
Whilſt [ take Care to turn the preſſing Stream. 
O Gods! For Heaven's ſake, Sir. 
Eqs. Pardon me, Sir, a ſerious Thought 
Had ſeiz d me; but I think you talk'd of Danger, 
And wiſh's me to retire Muſt all our Vows 
End thus? Friend, I obey you.— O Coraelia Kit. 
Bajt. Ha! ha! fond Man, ſuch credulous Honeily 
Leſſens the Glory of my Artifice ; 
His Nature is ſo far from doing Wrongs, 
That he ſuſpefs none: If this Letter ſpeed, 
And paſs for Edpar's, as himſelf would own 
The Counterfeit, but for the foul Contents, 
Then my Defigns are perfect Here comes Gi: Her. F 
Enter Gloſter. = 
Gh. Stay, Edmund, turn; What Paper + were you | 
Baſt. A Trifle, Sir. | [reading ? 
Cet. What needed then that terrible Diſpatch of it 5 
Into your Pocket? Come, produce it, Sir. | 
Bai. A Letter from my Brother, Sir, I had 
| Tuft broke the Seal, but knew not the Contents; 
Yet, fearing they might prove to blame, 
Endeavour'd to conceal it from your Sight. 
Glejt. 'Tis Edgar's Character. [ Reads, 
_ Policy of Fathers is intoltrable, that I: oþi our Fur- 
tunes from ws, till Age auill not fuffer us ta enjoy dem; I am 
aveary of the Tyranny : Come i me, that of this I may ſpeak 
more. 2, our Father would ſlecp till Tavaked him, you ſhould | 
enjoy hat” bis Pc[oFrens, ard live belaw'd of yeur Brothey 
EDGAR. 4 
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Sleep till I wak'd him! you ſhould enjoy 


Half his Pofſefſions!—— Eagar to write this 


Gainſt his indulgent Father! Death and Hell! 

Fly, Edmund, ſeek him out; wind me into him, 

That I may bite the Traitor's Heart, and fold 

His bleeding Entrails on my vengeful Arm. 

Baſs. Perhaps twas writ, my Lord, to prove my Virtae. 
Glo/t. Theſe late Eclipſes of the Sun and Moon 


Can bode no leſs; Love cools, and Friendſhip fails; 


In Cities Mutiny, in Countries Niſcord ; 

The Bond of Nature crack'd *twixt Son and Father : 
Find out the Villain; do it carefully, 

And it ſhall loſe thee Nothing. Dri 
Baſt. So, now my Projects firm; but to make 

FI throw in one Prcof more, and that a bold one; 

Pl place old Ger where he ſhall o'er-hear us 


_ Confer of this Deſign ; whilſt, to his thinking, 


Deluded Fagar ſhall accuſe himſelf. 
Be Honeſty my Int'reſt, and | ean 
Be Honeſt tco: And what Saint fo divine, 


That will ſucceſsful Villany decline ? [ Exit. 


Enter Kent diſcuiſed. | 
Kent. Now baniſh'd Kent, if thou canſt pay thy Duty 
In this Diſguiſe, where thou doſt ſtand condemn'd, 
Thy Maſter Lear ſhall find thee full of Labours. 
Enter Lear attended. 
Lear. In there, and tell our Daughter we are here. 
Now, What art thou? 
Kent. A Man, Sir. 
Lear, What doſt thou profeſs, or would'ſt with Us ? 
Kent. I do proſeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem, to ſerve 
him truly that puts me in Truſt, to love him that's ho» 
neſt, to converſe with him that's wiſe and ſpeaks little, to 
fight when I can't chuſe, and to eat no Fith. 
Lear. 1 ſay, what are thou? 
Kent. A very honeſt-hearted Fellow, and as poor a: the 


3 Then art thou poor indeed, — What canſt thou 
2 > 
Kent. I can keep honeſt Counſel, mar a curious Tale in 


the telling, ** a plain Mefig: blunt'y ; that which 


Argh 
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ordinary Men are fit for, I am qualified in ; a= the beft 
of me is Diligence. 

Lear. Follow me; thou ſhall ſerve me. 

Euter Goneril'; Gentleman Uſer. 


Now, Sir ? 
Gent. Sir? [Exit ; Kent runs after bin. 
Lear. What fays the Fellow? Call the Clodpole back. 
Ait. My Lord, I know not; but methinks 6,948 High- 

neſs is entertain'd with flender Ceremonv. 

Serv. He ſays, my Lord, your Daughter is not well. 
FG Why came not the Slave back when I called 
? 
Serv. My Lord, he anſwered me i'th' ſurlieſt Manner, 
that he would not. 
Re-enter Gentleman broug b in by Kent. 


Lear. I hope our Daughter did not u ind him. 
Now, who am TI, Sir? 


Gent. My Lady's Father. NL 
Lear. My Lord's Knave. [Strikes him. 
Enter Goneril. : 
Gent. Tl not be ſtruck, my Lord. 
| Kent. Nor tript neither, thou vile Civet-box. 
[Strikes up his Heels. 
S. By Day and Night, this is inſufferable, 
I will not bear it: 
Lear. Now, Daughter, Why that Frontlet 7 
Speak, does that Frown become our Preſence ? 
Se. Sir, this licentious Infolence of your Servants 
Is moſt unſeemly: hourly they break out 
In Quarrels, bred by their unbounded Riots: 
I had fair Hape by making this known to you, 
To have had a quick Redreſs, but find too late 
That you protect and countenance their Outra 
And 1 Sir, I take this Freedom, — 
Neceſſity makes diſcreet. 
Lear. Are you our Daughter? 
Gon. Come, Sir, let me intreat you to make uſe 
Of your Diſcretion, and put off betimes 
This Diſpoſition that of late transforms you 
From what you rightly are. 


** Does any 3 Why, this is not Lear ; 


3 
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Does Lear wall thus ? Speak thus ? Where are his Eyes ? 


Who is it that can tell me who I am? 


Gon. Come, Sir, this Admiration's much o'th' Savour 


Of other your new Humours ; I beſeech you 

To underitand my Purpoſes aright ; 

As you are old, ' 70u ſhould be taid and wiſe : 
Here do you keep an hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men fo debauch'l and bold, that this our Palace 
Shews like a riotous Inn, a Tavern, Brothe) ; 


Be then advis'd by her that elſe will take 


That ſhe begs, to leſſen your Attendance; 
Take half away, and fee that the Remainder 
Be ſuch as may befit your Age, and know 
Themſelves and you. 


3 Lear. Darkneſs and Devils ! 


Saddle my Horſes, call my Train 
Degenerate Viper, I'll not ſtay with Thee ! 

I yet have left a Daughter — Serpent | Monſter ! 
Leſſen my Train, and call em riotous? 

al is mars. of cheater and mer Frem, 
That each Particular of Duty know. 
How ſmall, Cordelia, was thy Fault? O Lear, 
24 at this Gate that let thy Folly in, 


thy dear Judgment out. Go, po, my People. 
* Dakar re ahs your Wilt > 
What, Sir ? : 


Alb. 
Lear. Death ! ag of my Fallowers at a Clap ! 
Ab. "The Matter, Madam ? 
Gan. Never afift yourſelf to know the Cauſe, 
But give his Dotage Way. 
Lear. Blaſts upon thee ; 
Th' untented Woundings of a Father's Curſe 
Pierce every Senſe about thee ; old fond Eyes, 
Lament this Cauſe again, Pll pluck ye out, 
And caſt ye with the Waters that ye loſe 
To temper Clay. No, Gorgon, thou ſhalt find 
That Pl} r 
I have caſt off for ever. 
Gon, HEH. 
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Lear: It may be ſo my Lord. Hear Nature 
Lo, 4 7201 — 
To make reature fruitfu th 
Pronounce upon her Womb the barren Curſe, 

That from her blaſted Body never ſpring 

A re muſt bring forth, 
Defeat her Joy with ſome diſtorted Birth, 

| — Form, the Prodigy o'th Time; 

And ſo perverſe of Spirit, that it may live 

Her Torment as twas born, to fret her Cheeks 
With conſtant Tears, and wrinkle her young Brow. 
Turn all her Mother's Pains to Shame and Scorn, 
Dr. and feel 

ow ſharper a Serpent's it is 
To have a thankleſs Child! Away, away. [Exit cum fuis. 

Gon. Preſuming thus upon his num rous Train, 
He thinks to play the Tyrant here, and hold 
Our Lives at Will. 


48. Well, you may bear too far. [Exit. 
End of the FIRST AcT. 


,t der erer d 
ACT n. 
SCENE Glaſter's Houſe. 
Enter Baſtard. 
HE Duke comes here to Night, I'll take 
K 1 — 


Brother, a Word, come forth "tis I, 
KI Lt Friend. [Enter 1 
My Father watches for you, fly this Place, 
Intelligence is giv'n where you are hid; 


Take the Advantage of the Night; bethink, 


Have 
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Hare you not focke againſt the Duke of Cornwall 
Something might ſhew you a Favourer of 
Duke Aibany's Party? 

Eg. Nothing; why afk you? 

Baſt. Becauſe he's coming here to Night in haſte, 
And Regan with him — Hark | the Guards ; away. 

Eds. Let em come on, I'll ſtay and clear myſelf. 

Baft. Your 1 
But Gh/ter's ſtorming Rage as yet is 

And you may periſhere allow d the Hearing. [ Ex. Edgar. 

Gloſter comes yonder: Now to my — Scuffle 
Yield, come before my Father ! Lights here, Lights ! 
Some Blood drawn on me wou'd beget Opinion 
Of our more fierce Encounter.---I have ſeen 
Drunkards do more than this in Sport, [Stabs his Arm. 

Enter Gloſter and Servants. 

Ghſt. Now, Edmund, where's the Traitor? 

Baſt. That Name, Sir, 

Strikes Horror . Sir, 

Stood here i th Dar 

Ghſt. Thou bleed' ſt 113 — 
bring him piece - to me. 

825 Ler him fy far this Kingdom ſhall hide him: 

Ghſe. not ; 

The noble Duke my Patron | 


capable. [Exeunt. 
Enter Kent (diſguiſed ſtill) and Goneril's Gentleman- 
Gent. Good-morrow, Friend, belong f thou to this 
ke Kent. Af them will anſwer thee. [Houſe ? 
1 Gent. Where may we ſet our Horſes ? 
| Kent. 1 Mire. 
= Gent. I am in haſte, prithee an' thou ov's me, tell me. 
= 5 Kene. I love thee not. 


FE | Gent. Why then I care not for thee. 


Kent. An' I had thee in Lipſbury Pinfold, I'd make thee 
care for me. 


Gent, 
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Gent. What doſt thou mean? I know thee not. 
Kent. But, Minion, I know thee. 
Gent. What doſt thou know me for ? 3 
Kent. For a baſe, proud, beggarly, white-liver'd, glaſs 
gazing, ſuper-ſerviceable, finical Rogue; one that wou'd 
a Pimp in Way of good Service, and art nothing but a 
Compoſition of Knave, Beggar, Coward, Pander 
Gent. What a monſtrous Fellow art thou to rail at 
One that is neither known of thee, nor knows thee ? 
Kent. Irapudent Slave ! not know me, who but two 
Days fince tript up thy Heels before the King ? Draw, 
Miſcreant, or I'll make the Moon ſhine through thee. 
Gent. What means the Fellow ? Why, prithee, prithee ; 
I tell thee I have nothing to do with thee. 
Ken. I know your Rogueſhip's Office; you come with 
Letters againſt the King, taking my young Lady Yanty's 
Part againſt her Royal Father : Draw, Raſcal. 
Gent. Murder, Murder, help. Exit. Kent after bim. 
- Flourifh. Enter Duke of Cornwall, Regan, attended ; 
Gloſter, Baſtard. | 
Gt. All Welcome to your Graces, you do me Honour. 
Duke. Glaſter, Wave heard with Sorrow that your Life 
Has been attempted by your impious Son ; | 
But Ednund here has paid you ſtricteſt Duty, 
 Ghji. He did bewray his Practice, and receiv'd 
The Hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him, 
Duke. Is he purſued ? 
Glo/t. He is, my Lord. | 
Reg. Uſe our Authority to apprehend 
The Traitor, and do Jutiice on his Head. 
For you, Edmund, that have ſo ſignaliz'd 
Your Virtue, you from henceforth ſhall be ours ; 
Natures of ſuch firm Truſt we much ſhall need. 
A charming Youth, and worth my farther Thought. Aut. 
Duke. Lay Comfort, noble Gh/ter. to your Breaſt, 
As we to ours. This Night be ipent in Revels. 
We chuſe you, Gl/ter, tor our Hoſt to-night, 
A troubleſome Expreſſion of our Love. 
On, to the Sports before us. Who are theſe ? 
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Enter Gentleman Uſher, pur/ued by Kent. 

Gt. Now, what's the Matter? 

Dale. Keep Peace upon your Lives; he dies that 
Whence, and what are ye ? [itrikes. 

Att. Sir, they are Meſſengers, the one from your Siſter, 
the cther from the King. 

Duke. Your Difference? ſpeak. 

Gent. I'm ſcarce in Breath, my Lord. 

Kent. No Marvel, you have fo beſtir'd your Valour. 

Nature diſclaims the Daſtard ; a Taylor made him. 

Duke. Speak yet. how grew your Quarrel ? 

Gent. Sir, this old Ruffian here, whoſe Life I ſpared, 
In Pity to his Beard 

Kent. Thou Effence Bottle! 
In Pity to my Beard ? —— Your Leave, my Lord, 
And I will tread the Muſk-cat into Mortar. 

Duke. Know'i thou our Preſence ? 

Kent. Yes, Sir, but Anger has a — 

Duke. Why art thou angry? 

Kent. That ſuch a Slave as this ſhould wear a Sword, 
And have no Courage; Office, and no Honeſty : 
Nat Froſt and Fire hold more Antipathy 
Than I and ſuch a Enave. | 

Glſet. Why doſt thou call him Knave ? 

Mut. His Courtenance likes me not. | 

Duke. No more perhaps does mine, ne his, ex hers. 

Kent. Plain Dealing is my Trade ; and to be plain, Sir, 
J have ſeen better Faces in my Time, 

Than ſtand on any Shoulders now before me. 

Reg. This is ſome Fellow, that having once been prais'd 
For " nary fince affects a ſaucy Rudeneſs; 
But I have known one of theſe furly Knaves, 
That in his Plainneſs harbour d more Deſign 
Than twenty cringing complimenting Minions. 

Duke. What's he Cine you goes ts 7 

Gent. Never any, Sir; 

It pleas'd the King, his Maſter, lately 
To ſtrike me on a ſlender Miſconſtruction. 
Whilſt watching his Advantage, this old Lurcher 
Tript me behind, for which the King extoll'd him; 
nd, fluſh'd with the Honour of this bold Exploit, 


| Drew on me here again. 
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Dale. Bring forth the Stocks, we'll teach you. 
Kent. Sir, I'm too old to learn; 
Call not the Stocks for me, I ſerve the King; 5 
On whoſe Employment I was ſent to you: | 
You'll ſhew too ſmall Reſpect, and too bold Malice 
Againſt the Perſon of my Royal Maſter, 
Stocking his Meſſenger. 
Duke. Bring forth the Stocks, as I have Life and Ho- 
There ſhall he fit till Noon. [ nour, 
Reg. Till Noon, my Lord ! Till Night, and all Night 
too. 
Kant. Why Madam, if I were your Mac 
You would not uſe me ſo. 
Reg. Sir, being his Knave, I will. | 
Glc/?. Let me beſeech your Graces to forbear him; 
His Fault is much, and the good King his Maſter 
Will check him for t, but needs muſt take it ill 
To be thus ſlighted in his Meſſenger. 
Duke. We'll anſwer that ; 
Our Sifter may receive it worſe to have 
Her Gentleman affaulted : To our Buſineſs, lead. Eri 5 
Ghft. J am ſorry for thee, Friend, tis the Duke's Plea- 
Whoſe Diſpoſition will not be controul'd ; [ſure, 
But I'Il entreat for thee. | 
Kent. Pray do not, Sir 
I have watch'd and travell'd . 
Some Time I ſhall ſleep out, the reſt I'll whiſtle : 
Farewell t'ye, Sir. [Exit Gloſt. 
All weary, and o'erwatch'd, 
I feel the drowſy Gueſt fteal on me: Take 
Advantage, heavy Eyes, of this kind Slumber, 
Not to behold this vile and ſhameful Lodging, [Sheps, 
Enter 
Eds. J heard myſelf proclaim C 
and bo the friendly Hollow of a Tree, 
'd the Hunt. No Port is free, no Place 
Where Guards and moſt unuſual Vigilance 
Do not attend to take me. How eaſy now 
»Twere to defeat the Malice of my Trail, 
And leave my Griefs on my Sword's reeking Point; 
But Love detains me from Death's peaceful Cell, 


Still 
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Still whiſpering me, Cordelia's in Diſtreſs ; 
Unkind as the is, I cannot ſee her wretched, 
But muſt be near to wait upon her Fortune. 
Who knows but the white Minute yet may come, 
When Edzar may do Service to Cordelia ! 
That charming Hope ſtill ties me to the Oar 
Of painful Life, and makes me too ſubmit 
To th' humbleit Shifts to keep that Life a-foot. 
My Face I will beſmear, and knit my Locks; 
'The Country gives me Proof and Precedent 
Of Bedlam Beggars, who, with roaring Voices, 
Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare Arms, 
Pins, Iron Spikes, Thorns, Sprigs of Roſemary ; 
And thus from Sheep-coats, Villages and Mills, | 
Sometimes. with Prayers, ſometimes with Lunatick Bans, 
Enforce their Charity; poor Tyr/igood ! poor Tam 
That's ſomething yet. Edpar I am no more. 
f Kent in 0 Stocks till; Enter Lear attended. 
Lear. Tis ſtrange that they ſhould fo depart from 
And not ſend back our Meſſenger. [Home, 
Kent. Hail, noble Maſter. 
Lear. How ! mak'ft thou this Shame thy Paſtime ? 
What's he that has ſo much miſtook thy Place, 
To {et thee here? 


© Kent. It is both He and She, Sir; your Son and Daugh- 


[Exit. 


der. 

Lear. No. 
Kent. Ves. 
Lear. No, I ſay. 
Kent. 1 


Lear. 


Kent. 


* 
Thou mayſt deſerve, or they impoſe this Uſage? 
Kent. My Lord, when at their Home > 
I did commend your Highneſs Letters to them, 
Ere I was ris'n, arriv'd another Poſt, 


Stew'd in his Haſte, breathleſs and panting forth, 
| | | From 


v 
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From Goner:/, his Miſtreſs, Salutations ; 

Whoſe Meſſage being deliver'd, they took Horſe, 

Commanding me to follow and attend 

The Leiſure of their Anſwer ; which I did : 

But meeting that other Meſſenger, 

Whoſe Welcome I perceiv'd had poiſon'd mine, 

Being the very Fellow that of Jate 

Had ſhewn ſuch Rudeneſs to your Highneſs ; I, 

Having more Man than Wit about me, drew ; 

On which he raid the Houſe with Coward Cries : 

This was the Treſpaſs, which your Son and Daughter 

Thought worth the Shame you ſee it ſuffer here. 
Lear. Oh! this en ſwells upward to my Heart, 

And heaves for Paſſage ! — Down, thou climbing 

Thy Element's below. Where is this Daughter? 

Kent. Within, Sir, at a Maſque. | 

Enter Glofter. 

Lear. Now Gloſter ? — Ha! [Gloſter Whiſpers Lear, 
Deny to ſpeak with me? Th'are ſick, th are weary, 
They have travell'd hard to-night — Mere Fetches ; 
Bring me a better Anſwer. 

GH. My dear Lord, 

You know the fiery Quality of the 3 8 

Lear. Vengeance ! Death! Plague! Confuſion! 

Fiery? What Quality ?-- Why Gloſter, Gh/ter, 

I'd fpeak with the Dake of on des wo. his Wife. 
Gift. J have inform'd em fo. 
Lear. Inform'd em? doſt thou underſtand me, Man ? 

I tell thee, Ger, 
Ghſt. Ay, my good Lord. [ther 
Lear. The King would ſpeak with Cornwall, the dear Fa- 

Would with his Daughter ſpeak, commands her Service. 

Are they inform'd of this ? My Breath and Blood ! 

Fiery? The fiery Duke ? Tell the hot Duke 

No, but not yet; may be he is not well; 

Inkrmiry does ſtill neglect all Office ; 

I beg his Pardon, and I'll chide my Raſhneſs 
That took the indiſpos'd and fickly Fit 
For the found Man. But wherefore fits He there? 
Death on my State, this A& convinces me 
That this Retiredneſs of the Duke and her 


3 5 
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Is plain Contempt. Give me my Servant forth; 
Go tell the Duke and's Wife I'd ſpeak with em: 
Now inſtantly, — bid em conie forth and hear me:; 
Or at their Chamber Door I'Il beat the Drum, 
Till it cry fleep to Death —— 
Enter Cornwall and Regan. 
Oh ! Are you come ? | 
Duke, Health to the King. 

Reg. I am glad to fee your Highneſs. | 

Lear. Regan, I think you are; I know what Cauſe 
I have to think fo. Shov'd'ft thou not be glad, 
I wou'd divorce me from thy Mother's Tomb. 
Beloved Regan, thou wilt ſhake to hear 
What I ſhall utter: thou cou d'ſt ne er ha* thought i. 
Thy Siſter's naught : O Regan, ſhe has ty d 
Ingratitude like a keen Vulture here; 
I ſcarce can ſpeak to thee. 


| [Kent lere ſet at Lil 


Reg. I you, Sir, take Patience: 1 have Hop- 
That you leſs to value her Deſert, 
Than ſhe to flack her Duty. | 

Lear. Ha! How's that? 

Reg. I cannot think my Siſter in the leaſt 
Would fail in her Reſpefts ; but if perchance 
She has reſtrain'd the Riots of your Followers, 
»Tis on ſuch Grounds, and to ſuch wholeſo;e Fog, 
As clear her from all Blame 

[ear My Curſes on her 
- uo. Of, youu © ol, 

And ſhou'd content yeu to be ru!'d ard led 

By iome Diſcretion that diſcerns your State 
Better than you yourſelf; therefore, good Sir. 
Return to our Siſter, and fay you have wrong“ 5.5 
Lear. Ha! Aſk her Forgweneſs? 
No, ro, 'twas my Miſtake, theu didtt not mean fs 
car Daughter, I confefs tha: | am old 
Aer is unneceſſary: but thou art prec, 
Aud wilt diſpenſe with my [atirmity. 

Feg. Good Sir, no more of ther ate: ban. 
Letutu back to our Siſter, 5 

J. | ; 
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Lear. Never, Regan ; 
'She has abated me of half my Train, 
Look'd black upon me, ſtabb'd me with her Tongue: 
All the ſtor'd Vengeances of Heav'n fall 
On her ingrateful Head. Strike her young Bones, 
Ye taking Airs, with Lameneſs? 
Reg. O the bleſt Gods ! Thus * you with on me, 
When the raſh Mod 
| Lear. No, Regan, thou ſhalt never have my Curſe ; 
Thy tender Nature cannot give thee o'er 
To ſuch Impiety : Thou better know'ſt 
The Offices of Nature, Bond of Childhood, 
And Dues of Gratitude ; thou bear'ſt in Mind 


'The Half o'th' Kingdom, which our Love conferr' d 
On thee and thine. 


Reg. Gocd Sir, to th' Purpoſe. 
3 Who put my Man i'ch' Stocks? | 
Dake. What 3 s that? | 5 
Reg. Iknow't, my Sifter's.; this confirms her Letters. 
Sir, is your Lady come? 
Eater Goneril's Gentleman Cher. 
Lear. More Torture ſill ? 
This is a Slave, whoſe eaſy borrow'd Pride 
Dwells in the fickle Grace of her he follows ; 
A Faſhion Fop, that LOWS the Day in 3 
Ard all to bear his Lady's flatt'rin 
That can deliver with a Grace her — | 
And with as bold a Face bring back a game. 
Out, Varlet, from my Sight! 
Duke. What means your Grace? 
Lear. Who ſtock d my Servant? Regen, I have Hope 
Thou didi not know it. 
Euter Goneril. 
Miho comes here? Oh Heav'ns ! 
If you do love old Men; if ycur ſweet "I 
Hallow Obedience ; if yourſelves are old, 
Make it your Cauſe ; ſend down, and take my Part ! 
Why, Gorgon, doſt thou come to haunt me here ? 
Art not atham'd to look upon this Beard ? 
Darknc ſs upon my Eyes, they play me falſe ; 
O Regan, wilt thou take her by the Hand? 
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Gon. Why not by th' Hand, Sir? How have I offended ? 
All's not Offence that Indiſcretion finds, 


And terms fo. 


Lear. Heart, thou art too tough ! 
Reg. I pray you, Sir, being old, confeſs you are fo, 
If till the Expiration of your Month, 
You will return, and ſojourn with our Siſter, 
Diſmiffing half your Train, come then to me; 
I'm now from Home, and out of that Provificu 
That ſhall be needful for your Entertainment. 
Lear. Return with her, and fiſty Knights diſmifs'd? 


No, rather I'll forſwear all Roofs, and chuſe 


To be Companion to the Midnight Wolf, 
My naked Head expos'd to th' merc'leſs Air, 
Than have my ſmalleſt Wants ſupply d by her. 
Gon, At your Choice, Sir. 
Lear. Now, I prithee Daughter, do not make me mad; 
T will not troubie thee, my Child. Farewell; 
We'll meet no more, no more ſee one another; 
Let Shame come when it will, I do not call it; 
I do not bid the Thunder-bearer ſtrike, 


Nor tell Tales of thee to avenging Heav'n ; 


Mend when thou canſt, be better at thy Leiſure ; 
J can be patient, I can ſtay with Regan, 
J, and my hundred Knights. 

Reg. Your Pardon, Sir; 

T look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 


For your fit Welcome. 


Lear. Is this well ſpoken now ? 
Reg. My Siſter treats you fair. What! fifty Followers? 


Is it not well? What ſhould you need of more 


Gon. Why might not you, my Lord, receive Attendance 


From thoſe whom ſhe calls Servants, or ſrom mine: 


Reg. Why not, my Lord ? If then they chance to ilack 
We cou'd controul em.— If you come to me, (vou, 
For now I ſee the Danger, I intreat you ; 
To bring but Five and Twenty; to no more 


Will I give Place. 


Lear. Oh Gods! I gave you all! 

Reg. And in good Time you gave it. 5 

Lear. Hold now, my * ; ſtand this Bolt unmov'd. 
| * | Ard 
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And I am Thunder-Proof ; 

The wicked, when compar'd with the more wicked, 
Seem beautiful; and not to be the worſt, 

Stands in ſome Rank of Praiſe. Now, Comer il, 
Thou art innocent again, I'll go with thee ; 

Thy Fifty yet does double Five and Twenty, 

And thou art twice her Love. 

Gon. Hear me, my Lord. Oc 
What need you Five and Twenty, Ten, or Five, 

'To follow in a Houſe, where twice ſo many 
Hare a Command t'attend you? 

Reg. What need one ? 
Lear. Blood! Fire! Here Leproſies and blueſt 
Room, Room for Hell to belch her Horrors up, [Plagues! 
And drench the Circes in a Stream of Fire; 
Hark, how th' Infernals eccho to my Rage 
Their Whips and Snakes ! 

| Reg. How lewd a thing is Paſſion ! 

Gon. So old and ftomachful ? ¶ Lightning and Thunder. 

Lear. Heav'ns drop your Patience down ; 

| You ſee me here, ye Gods, a poor old Man, 
As full of Griefs as Age, wretched in both 
I'll bear no more. No, you unnat' ral Hags, 
I will have ſuch Revenges on you both, 
That all the World ſhall————1 will do ſuch things, 
What they are, yet I know not; but ſhall be | 
The Terrors of the Earth: You think I'll weep, [Thunder 
This Heart ſhall break into a thouſand Pieces [again. 
Before I'll weep. — O Gods ! I ſhall go mad! [ Exic. 

Dake. 'Tisa wild Night, come out o'th' Storm. [ Ex. 


The End of the Second Acer. 
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SCENE A deſert Heath. 


Enter Lear and Kent in the Storm. 


Tear. E LOW Winds, and burſt your Cheeks, 


rage louder yet; 
3 * Fantaſtick Lightning inge, nge my 


white Head; 
ROY Spout Cataradts, and Hurricanoes fall. 
rin you have 3 the Towns and Palaces 
Of | ow ingrateful Man. 
Not all my beſt Intreaties can periande him 
tas & ſome needful Shelter, or to 'bide 


poor flight Cov'ring on his aged Head, 


Lear. Rambic thy fill, fight Whirlwind, Rain and Fire, 
Not Fire, Wind, Rain, or Thunder are my Daughters : 
I tax not you, ye Elements, with Unkindneſs; 
I never gave you Kingdoms, call'd you Children ; 
You owe me no Obedience. Then Jer fall 
Your horrible Pleaſure ;—here I ſtand your Slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis d old Man. 
—4 — call you ſervile Miniſters, 

ve with two pernicious Daughters join'd 
Your high engender'd Battle gainſt a Head 
So old and white as mine. Oh! oh! 'tis foul. 


Kent. Hard by, Sir, is a Hovel, that will lend 
. rny Rene. 


TEE Wand us ef che Dok. 
make them — 
3 uch 


Expor'd to this wild War of Earth and Heav'n. CT- 
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Such Sheets of Fire, ſuch Claps of horrid Thunder, 
Such Groans of roaring Winds, — ne er been known. 


[ Thungers, 
Lear. Let the great Gods, 
That keep this dreadful Pudder o'er our Heads, 
Find out their Enemies now. Tremble, thou Wretch, 
That haſt within thee undiſcover d Crimes! 
Eide, hide thou Murd'rer, hide thy bloody Hand 
Thou perjur'd Villain, holy Hy pocrite, a 
hat drink'ſt che Widow's Tears, ſigh now, and cry 
Theſe dreadful Summoners Grace ] am a Man 
More finn'd againſt, than ſinning. 
Kent, Good Sir, to th* Hovel. 
Lear. My Wit begins to burn 
Come on my Boy, how doſt my Boy? Art cold? 
I'm cold myſelf; ſnew me this Straw, Fellow ; 
The Art of cur Neceſſity is firange, | 
And can make vile Things precious. My poor Knave, 
Cold as I am at Heart, I've one Place there ¶ Louder Storm. 
That's ſorry yet for thee. [Exit. 
 Gloſter"s Palace. Ente. Baſlard. 
F284, The Storm is in cur iorder Ber lings drown'd. 
Thus wou'd I reign, cou'd I but mount a Throne. 
The Riots of thele proud imperial Siſters 
Already have impos'd the galling Yoke 
Of Taxes, and hard Impoſitions on 
The drudging Peaſant's Neck, who be!lows out 
Eis loud Complaints in vain — Triemphant Queens ! 
With what Aſlurance do they tread the Crowd? 
Oh! for a Taſle of ſuch majeſtick Beauty, 
Wich none but my hot Veins are fit t' engage; 
Ker are my Wiſhes deſp' rate, for ev'n now, 
During the Banquet, I obſerv d their Glances 
Shot thick at me; and, as they left the Room, 
Each caft, by Stealth, a kind inviting Smile, 
J ke happy Farneſt—————ha ! 
Java Pages, from ſeveral Ex'vaxces, deliver bim each 
a Letter, and Exit. 
Reads. ] Mere Merit is fo tranſparent, not [0 behold it aver: 
Blindneſs, and noe to reward it, Ingratitude. A 
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Enough ! Blind and ungrateful ſhould I be 
Not to obey the Summons of this Oracle. 


Now for a ſecond Letter. e the ther, 
Reads.] If Madefly be not your Enemy, doubt no! ty find m 
your Friend. 
Regan. 


Excellent Sy. O my glowing Blood! 
I am already fick of Expectation, . 
And pant for the Poſſeflion. — Here Cioſter comes, 
With Buſineſs on his Brow ; be huil''d my Joys. 

Enter Gloſter. | | 

Got. I come to ſeek thee, Eduund, to impart a Buß- 
neſs of Importance; I know thy loyal Heart is touch'd 
to fee the Cruelty of theſe ungratetul Daughters againſt 
our Royal Matter. | 

Zaj!. Moſt ſavage and unnatural. 

G. ½. This Change in the State fits uneaſy. The 
Commons repine aloud at their female Tyrants ; already 
they cry out for the Re-Inſtalment of their good old 
King, whoſe Injuries, I fear, will inflame 'em into Mu- 
Wy. | | | | 1 

Ba. "Tis to be ho p'd, not fear d. 

G4. Thou haſt it, Boy; tis to be hop'd indeed ; 
On me they caſt their Eyes, and hourly court me 
To lead em on; and whilſt this Head is mine, 

I'm theirs. A little covert Craft, my Boy, 

And then for open Action; twill be Employment 
Worthy ſuch honeſt daring Souls as thine. 

Thou, Edmund, art my truſty Emiſſary. | 
Haſte on the Spur, at the firſt Brealc of Day [Give; bia 
With theſe Diſpatches to the Duke of Cambray ; Letter:. 
You know what mortal Feuds have always flam'd 
Between this Duke of Corniwall's Family, and his ; 

Full Twenty Thou'and Mountaineers 

Th' inveterate Prince will ſend to our Aſſiſtance. 
Diſpatch ; commend us to his Grace, and proſper. 


Baſt. Yes, credulous old Man, Ade. 
I will commend you to his Grace, | 
His Grace the Duke of Cara inſtantly, 


3.4 To 
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To ſhew him theſe Contents in thy own Character, 

And ſeal'd with thy own Signet; then forthwith 

The choPrick Duke gives Sentence on thy Life; 

And to my Hand thy vaſt Revenues fall, 

To gint my Pleaſures that till now have ſtarv'd.{ Retiree. 
Gloiter going off is met by Cordelia entering, Baſtard 

obſerving at a Diſtance. 
Cord. Turn, Gh/cer, turn, by all the ſacred Pow'rs 

I do corjure you give my Griefs a Hearing ; 

You muſt, you ſhall, nay, I am ſure you will, 

For you were always ſtil'd the Juſt and Good. _ 
G. What wou' dſt thou, Princeſs ? Riſe, and ſpeak thy 
Cord. Nay, you ſhall promiſe to redreſs em too, [Griefs. 

Or here I'll kneel for ever; I entreat 

hy Succour for a Father, and a King, 

An irjur'd Father, and an injur'd King. 

Zaft. O charmirg Sorrow ! How her Tears adorn her, 

Like Dew on Flow'rs ; but ſhe is virtuous, 


And I muſt quench this hopeleſs Fire i*th'kindling.[ Aa. 


(Ag. Conſider, Princes, 


For whom thou beg'ſt, tis for the King that wrong d thee. 


Cerd. O name not that; he did not, cou'd not wrong me. 
Ny, muſe not, Ger, for it is too likely 


his injur'd Kink ere this is paſt your Aid, 


Baſjt. Ell gaze no more,--and yet my Eyes are * 
Cord. Or, what if it be worſe ?—Can there be worſe * 

As; 'tis ioo probable, this furious Night | 

Fias pierc'd his tender Body ; the bleak Winds 

And cold Rain chill'd, or Lightning ſtruck him dead; 

If it be ſo, ycur Promiſe is diſcharg'd, 

And I have only one poor Boon to beg, 

That you'd convey me to his breathleſs Trunk, 

With my torn Robes to wrap his hoary Head, 

With my torn Hair to bind his Hands and Feet, 

Then with a Show'r of Tears | 

To waſh his Clay-ſmear'd Cheeks, and die beſide him. 
Gloft. Riſe, fair Cordelia, thou haſt Piety 

Enough tatone for both thy Siſters Crimes: 

I have already plotted to reſtore 


Avd gone diſtrafted with his ſavage Wrongs. 


My 
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My injur'd Maſter, and thy Virtue tells me 
We ſhall ſucceed, and ſuddenly. Exit. 
Cord. Diſpatch, Sante, 
Provide me a Diſguiſe ; we'll inſtantly 
Go ſeek the King, and bring him ſome Relief. 
A,. How, Madam! Are you ignorant 
Of what your impious Siſters have decreed ? 
Immediate Death for any that relieve him. 
Cord. I cannot dread the Furies in this Caſe. 
Ar. In ſuch a Night as this? Conſider, Madam, 
For many Miles about there's ſcarce a Baſh 
'To ſhelter in. 
Cord. Therefore no Shelter for the King, 
And more our Charity to find him out : 
What have not Women dar'd for vicious Love? 
| And we'll be ſhining Proofs that they can dare 
| For Piety as much. Blow Winds, and Light'ning; fall, 
Bold in my Virgin Innocence I'll ly, [J Tarder - 
M  atinpe bo | Exit. 
* Provide me a Diſguiſe, we'll inſtantiy 
Go feck the King” ; '—— ha ! ha ! A lucky Change 
That . Virtue which I fear'd would be my Hind'"carce, 
Has prov'd the Bawd to my Defign ; 
Pil bribe two Ruffians ſhall at Diſtance follow, 
And ſeize em in ſome deſert Place; and there, 
Wbilſt one retains her; t other ſhall return 
T'inform me where he's lodg'd ; I'll be difguis'd too 
Whilſt they are poaching for me, Ti to the Duke 
Wich theſe Diſpatches, then to the Field, 
Where, like the vig vig'rous Fous, | will enjoy 
This Szmek in a. Storm; "twill deaf her Cries, 

Like Drums in Battle, eſt her Groans ſhould pierce 
Myſpity ing Ear, and make the am'rous Fig ht lefs fierce, 77 v. 
Storm flill. The Field Scene. Enter Lear and "iy 
Kent. Here is the Place my Lord; good my Lord enter. 


The Tyranny-of: this he's too rough 
For Nature endure. e 
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Lear. Thou think'ſt tis much that this contentious 
Invades us to the Skin; fo tis to thee ; [Storm 
Dut where the greater Malady is fixt, 
The leſſer is ſcarce felt: The Tempeſt in my Mind 
Does from my Senſes take all Feeling elſe, 
Save what beats there. Filial Ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this Mouth ſhould tear this Hand | 
For lifting Food to't ? —— But Il puniſh Home! 
No, I will weep no more. In ſuch a Night [Thunders. 
To ſhut me out ! — Pour on, I will endure | 
In ſuch a Night as this! O Regan, Goneril! 
Vour old kind Father, whoſe frank Heart gave all 
O that Way Madneſs lies ; let me ſhun that ; 
No more of that. 
Kent. See, my Lord, here's the Entrance. 
Lear. Well, I'll go in 
And paſs it all; I'll pray, and then I'll fleep. [Thunders 
Poor naked Wretches, whereſoe er you are, 
That 'bide the pelting of this pitileſs Storm ; 
How ſhall your houſeleſs Heads and unfed Sides 


 Sutlajn this Shock? Your Raggedneſs defend you 
From Seaſons ſuch as theſe ? 


Oh ! I have ta'en too little Care of this! 

Take Phyſick, Pomp, 

Expoſe tliy ſelf to feel what Wretches feel, 

That thou may ſt caſt the Superſlux to them, 

And ſhew the Heav'ns more juſt. 
Edgar in the Havel. 

Five Fathom and a half, poor Tom. 


Kent. What art thou that doſt grumble there i'th'Straw ? 
| Come forth. 


Fag. Away! The foul Fiend follows me Through 

the | ak *. blows the cold Wind —— Mum, 

go to thy Bed ard warm thee=—— Ha! what do I ſee? 

By all my Griefs the poor old King bareheaded, 

Ard drench'd in this foul Storm Frofeſſing Syrens, 

Are all your Proteſtations come to this? 

Lear. Tell me, Fellow, didſt thou give all to thy 
[Daughters ? 

Ez. Who gives any Thing to poor Tom, whom the 

ful F end has led through Fire, aden Fae, through 


Buſhes and Bogs ; that has laid Knives under his Pillow, 
and Halters in his Pew ; that has made him proud of 

Heart to ride on a bay tratting Horſe over four-inched 
Bridges, to courſe his own Shadow for a Traytor. 
Bleſs thy five Wits, Tom's a cold. [Shivers.] Bleſs thee 


from Whirlwinds, Star-blaſting, and taking; do poor 


Tom ſome Charity, whom the foul Fiend vexes. -—-Sa, fa; 


there I could have him now, and there, 3 | 
als? 


Lear. Have his Daughters brought him to this 
Couldſt thou ſave nothing? Didſt thou give them All? 
Kent. He has no Daughters, Sir. | 


Lear. Death, Traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd Na- 5 
Jo ſuch a Lowneſs, but his unkind Daughters. [ture 
Edg. Pillicock fat upon Pillicock Hill; ballo, hallo, 


Lear. Is it the Faſhion that diſregarded Fathers ¶ hallo. 
Should have ſuch little Mercy on their Fleſh ? 
Judicious Puniſhment ! twas this Fleſh begot 

Thoſe Pelican Daughters. = 
 Eag. Take heed of the foul Fiend ; obey thy Parents; 


keep thy Word juſtly ; ſwear not; commit not with 
Man's ſworn Sfoule ; ſet not thy ſweet Heart on proud 


Array—— Tom's a cold. 
Lear. What haſt thou been? | 
Eag. A Serving - man proud of Heart, that curl'd my 


Hair, uſed Perfume and Waſhes; that ſerved the Luſt of 


my Miſtreſs's Heart, and did the Act of Darkne's with 
her; ſwore as many Oaths as I ſpoke Words; and broke 
them all in the ſweet Face of Heaven: Let not the Paint, 
nor the Patch, nor the Ruſtling of Silks, betray thy por 
Heart to Woman; keep thy Foot out of Brothels, thy 
Hard out of Pl:ckets, thy Pen from Creditors Books, 
ard deſy the foul Fiend. ——Still through the Haw- 
thorn blows the cold Wind. Þ 


Lear, Death! thou wert better in thy Grave, than 


thus to aniwer with thy uncovered Body, this Extre- 


mity of the Sky. And yet conſider him well, and Man's 


no more than this; thou art indebted to the Worm for 
no Silk, to the Beaſt for no Hide, to the Cat for no 


* 


Perfume. — Ha! Here's two of us are ſophiſticated ; 


thou art the Thingitſelf ; unaccommodated Man is no more 


than uch a poor bare fork'd Animal as thou art. 
| ; ä 
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Off off, ye vain Diſguiſes, empty Lendingy, 


I' be my original Self; quick, quick, uncaſe me. 
Kent. Defend = Wits, —— 4 | 


Horſe to ride, and Weapon to wear, 

But Rats and Mice, and ſuch ſmall Deer, 

Have been Tom's Food for ſeven long Year. 
Beware, my Follower; Peace, Smallin, Peace, thou 
foul Fiend, | 

Lear. One Word more, but be ſure true Counſel ; tell 
me, is a Madman a Gentleman, or a Yeoman 2 
Kine. L fear'd twou d come ta this; his Wits are 


Eq. Sa calls me, and tells me, Nero is an 


Angler in the Lake of Darkneſs. Pray Imocent, and 


beware the foul Fiend. 


Lear, Right, ha! ha! Was it not pleaſant to have 2 


| Thoufand with red hot Spits come hiſsing in upon 'em ? 
Eg. My Tears begin to take his Part ſo much, 


They mar my Counterfeit Alt. : 
Lear. The little * all, Tray, Blanch, and 


Saceet-Heart, fee they bark at me. 
Ep. Tom will throw his Head at em ; avaunt, ye Curs. 

Be thy Mouth, or black or white, 
Tooth that poiſons if it bite ; 
Maſtiff, Grey-Hound, Mungrel 
Hound, or Spaniel, Brache, or = ; 

 Reb-Tail Tike, or Trundle-Tail, 
Tom will make em weep and wail ; 
For with throwing thus my Head. 
Dog leap the Hatch, and all are fled. | 


Cu me, march to Wakes and Fairs, and Market-Towns. 
Poor Tam, thy Horn is dry. 


Lear. 


* * 
. — 
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Lear. You, Sir, I entertain you for one of my Hun- 


dred, only I do not like the Faſhion of your Garments ; 
you'll ſay they're f. but no Matter, let em be 
changed. 


Enter Gloſter. 


Ede. This is the foul Flibert: igibet at Car- 
few, and walks till the firſt Cock; oÞ. 4 gp Web, 
and the Pin; knits the Elflock ; Luints the Eye, and 
makes the Hair-Lip ; mildews the white * ad 
hurts the poor Creature of the Earth. 

Swwithin. footed thrice the Cold, 

He met the Night- Mare and her Nine- Fold, 
"Twas there he did appoint her; 

He bid her alight, . 
And arroynt the arroynt 

GI. What, has your Grace no better Company ? 

Edg. The Prince of Darkneſs is a Gentleman; Modo 
be is eall'd, and Mabu. 

G. Go with me, Sir ; hard by I have a Tenant. 
My Duty cannot ſuffer me to obey in all your 
ters ae 
my Doors, and let this tyrannous Night take hold upon 
ou. Yet have I ventur d to come ſeek you out, and 
ing you where both Fire and Food are ready. 
BY Good my Lord, take his Offer. 

Lear. Firſt ler me talk with this Philoſopher ; 

Say, Staggerite, what is the Cauſe of Thunder? 

Gf. Beleech you, Sir, go with me. 

Lear. Pll talk a Word with this fame learned Thebon. 
What is your Study ? 

Ea. How to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vermin. 

Lear. Let me aſk you a Word in private. 

Kent. His Wits are quite unſettled ; good Sir, let's force 
him hence. 

Gleft. Can't blame him? His Daughters ſeek. his 
Death ; this Bedlam but diſturbs bim the more. Flow, 


* 
Eee. Child Rowland to the dark Tow'r came, 
His Word was flill Fi, Fo, and Fum, 


I fmell the Blood of a Briiid Man,——Qh ! Torture 
Exit. 
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Gl. Now, I prithee, Friend, let's take him in our 
Arms, and carry him where he ſhall meet both Welcome 
and Protection. Good Sir, along with us. 
| Lear. You ſay right, let em anatomize Regan, ſee what 
breeds about her Heart; is there "oy Cauſe in Nature for 
theſe hard Hearts ? 
Kent. I beſeech your Grace. 
+ Lear. Hiſt!——Make no Noiſe, make no Noiſe... 
ſo, ſo ; we'll to Supper i' th' Morning. Execunt. 
Enter Cordelia and Arante. [T hunder:. 
Ar. Dear Madam, reſt ye here, our Search is vain ;. 
Look, here's a Shed; beſeech ye, enter here. 
Cord. Prithee go in thyſelf, ſeek thy own Eaſe ; 
Where the Mind's free, the Body 's delicate ; 
This Tempeſt but diverts me — the Thought 
Of what would hurt me more. 
Enter two Ruffians. 8 | 
1 Raff. We have dogg d em far enough; this Place 13 
I'll keep em Priſoners here within this Hovel, [private ; 
Whilſt you return and bring Lord Edmund hither ; 
But help me firſt to houſe 'em. 
2 Ruff. Nothing but this dear Devil [Shewws Gold. 
Shou'd have drawn me through all this Tempeſt; 
But to our Work. 
They ſeize Cordelia and Arante, who Priel out. 
Soft, Madam, we are Friends; diſpatch, I fay. 
Cord. Help, Murder, Help. Gcds! Some kird Thun- 
To firike me dead. [derbo!t 
Ex. What Cry was "then ?— Ha! Women /eiz'd by 
Is this a Place — T.me tor Villany ? IR f. ns ? 
Avaunt, ye Bloodhounds. [Drives them with his Quar- 
Bath. The Devil, the Devil! | [ Run of. 
Eay. O ſpeak, what are ye that appear to be 
O' th' tender Sex. and yet unguarded wander 
Through the de- d Mazes of thi- dreaifu! Night, 
Where (though at ull) che clouded our carce darts 
Imp«r' & Glimm rings? 8 
Cord ich fe, whe art hau, 1 AY 
Our Guardian Angel, tuat wert pears kalume 


That 
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That horrid Shape to fright the Raviſhers ? 
We'll kneel to thee. 
Edg. O my tumultuous Blood 
By al my Veins, Cordelia's Voice ! 
"Tis ſhe herſelf! My Senſes ſure conform 
To my wild Garb, and I am mad indeed. [ AAd. 
Cord. Whate'er thou art, befriend a wretched Virgin; 
And if thou canſt, direct our weary Search. 
_ Who relieves poor . 
with the Hedge. for his Pillow. 
Whilſt mag ply'd the Bellows, 
She truck'd with her Fellows ; 
The freckle-fac'd Mab 
Was a Blouze and a Drab, 


Vet Sawithinmade Oberonjealous. —Oh! Torture! 


Ar. Alack ! Madam, a poor wand ring Lunatick. 
Card. And 26 db Lone Gen Wire ave wel tem- 
Speak, Friend, to one more wretched than thyſelf: [per'd. 
And if thou haſt one Interval of Senſe, 
Inform us, if thou canſt, where we may find 
A poor old Man, who thr this Heath has ftray's 
The tedious Night.—— Speak, faw'f thou ſuch a one? 


Eds. The King her Father, whom ſhe's come to ſeek 


Through all the Terrors of this Night: O Gods! 
That ſuch amazing Piety, ſuch Tenderneſs 
Shou'd yet to me be cruel ! [ 4/ide. 
Yes, Fair One, ſuch a one was lately here, 
And is convey'd by ſome that came to ſeek him, 


To a neighb'ring Cottage; but diſtinctly where, 
I know not. 


Cord. Bleſſings on em; 
Let's find him out, Arante, for thou ſeeſt 


We are in Heaven's Protection. | [ Gains of, 
Eds. O Cordelia! © . ea of 
Cord. Ha! Thou know'ſt my Name. 

Ed. As you did once know Edgar's. 
Cord. Edgar ! 


Edg. The poor Remains of ws | what yous Scorn 


haas left him. 
Card. Do we wake, A 


Edg. My Father ſecks my Life, which 1 peiry, 
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In hope of ſome bleſt Minute to oblige 
Diſtreſt Cordelia, and the Gods have it; 
That Thought alone prevail'd with me to take 
This frantic Dreſs, to make the Earth my Bed, 
With theſe bare Limbs all Change of Seaſons dide, 
. Noon's ſcorching Heat, and Midnight's piercing Cold, 
To feed on Offals, and to drink with Herds, 
To combat with the Winds, and be the Sport 
Of Clowns, or what's more wretched yet, their Pity. 
Cord. Was ever Tale fo full of Miſery ! 

Ezg. But fuch a Fall as this L grant was due 


To my aſpiring Love, for twas preſumptuous, 

Though rat — . 

For well you know I wore my Flame conceal d, 

hal Sinn che | that burn in Tombs, 

Till. you perceiv'd my Grief, with modeft Grace 

Drew forth the Secret, and then ſeal'd my Pardon. 
Card. You had — 


ooh; What ds] challenge mar 
not wi 


| 1 —— rich he Heir, 

You filenc'd my Pretences, and enjoind me 
To trouble you upon that Theme no more ; 

Then what muſt Love's ge find 
From theſe bare Limbs and s humble Weeds ? 

Cord. Such as a Voice of to a Wretch condemn'd, 
Such as the Shouts 
Of ſuccouring Forces to a Town d. 

Eds. Ah! What new Method now of Cruelty ? 
Cord. Come to my Arms, thou deareſt, beſt of Men, 
And take the kindeft Vows that e er were ſpoke 
a proteſting Maid. 
ws Ist poſſible ? 

Card. By the dear vital Stream that bathes my Heart, 
Theſe hallowed Rags of thine, and naked Virtue, 
Theſe ahjects Taſſels, theſe fantaſtick Shred*, 

(Ridiculous even to the meaneſt Clown) 
To me are dearer than the richeſt * 
Of purpled Monarchs. 


Egg. Generous, charming Maid! | 
The Gots alone that made. can me Sy Net 


$1 


Fame's Triumph in ſucceeding Apes, when 
Thy bri 2 
And teach the World Perfection. 
Card. Cold and weary, 
We'll reſt a while, Arante, on that Straw, 
Then forward to find out the poor old King. 
Edg. Look, I have Flint and Steel, the Implements 
Of wand'ring Lunaticks z I'll ſtrike a Light, 
And make a Fire beneath this Shed, to dry 
| LL, 1 2 ere thou lie to reſt thee ; 
hen fierce and as th Hefperian Dragon, 
I'll watch beſide thee to protect thy Sleep; 
Mean while the Stars ſhall dart their kindeſt Beams, | 
And Angels viſit my Corde/ia's Dreams, [Exeunt. 


SCENE, The Palace. 
Euter Cornwall, Regan, Baſtard, Servants. Cornwall 
with Gloſter's Letters. 


Duke. I will have my Revenge ere I depart his Houſe. 
Regan, ſee here, 2 Plot upon our State; 
Tis Glfter's Character, that hes hetray's 
His double Truſt of Subjeft and of Hoſt. 
Then double be our Vengeance; this confirms 
The ntelligence that we now received, 
That he has been this Night to ſeek the King ; 
* =q . ſei 
Duke Eagle, to ipy, to ſeize; 
Our truſty Edmund. 
Reg. "Twas a noble Service ; 
o Comwall,take him to thy deepeſt Truſt, 
And wear him as a Jewel at thy Heart. 
Baſt. Think, Sir, how hard a Fortune I ſuſtain, 
That makes me thus repent of —_ you; [ cept. 


O that this Treaſon had not been, or | 
Not the Diſcoyerer. 
Duke. Edmund, thou ſhall find 
A Father in our Love, and from this Minute 
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And that's to puniſh this diſcarded Traitor; 
But left thy tender Nature ſhould relent 
At his juit Sufferings, nor brook the Sight, 
We wiſh thee to withdraw. 
Reg. The Grotto, Sir, within the lower Grove 
Has Privacy, to ſuit a Mourner's ought. Te Edmund fide. 
Bat. And there I may expect a « omforter, 
Ha, Madam ? 
Reg. What may happen, Sir, I know not, | 
But twas a Friend's Advice. | [ Exit Baſtard. 
Duke. Bring in the Traitor. 


| Gloiter b- -ought i in. 
Bind faſt his Arms. 
Glo/t. What mean your Graces I 
You are my Gueſts, dray do me no foul Play. 
Due. Bind + iay, hard, harder yet. 
Reg. Now, , thou ſhall find- 
Dake. Spe b. #ebel, where haſt thou ſent the King ? 
Wheom, of ar Decree, thou ſaw'ſt laſt Night. 
Git. deo th? Stake, and muſt ſtand the Courſe. 
Rep. Say w here, and why thou haſt conceal'd him ? 
Gic/t, Lecauſe 1 1y0u'd not fee thy cruel Hands 
Te2z ou his 50 we ves, nor thy fierce Siſter 
Cave his ah; but 1 fhall fee 
The Gift a 1 overtake ſuch Children. 
Dae vc i tau ſhalt never; Slaves, perform your Work, 
Ou „ich thoie treacherous Eyes; diſpatch, I tay ; 
Tf wn: ieeſt Vengeance 
Giz/+. He that will think to live 'till he be old 
Give me ſome Help. — O cruel ! oh ! ye Gods. 
[ They put out his Eyes. 
Serv. Hold, hold, my Lord, I bar your Cruelty ; 
I cannot love your Safety, and give Way 
To ſuch a barbarous Practice. 
Dut . Ah, my Villain! 
Serv. I have been your Servant from my Infancy, 
But better Service have I never done you 
Than with this Boldneſs - 
Dake. Take thy Deat!., Slave. 


Ser. 
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Serv. Nay, then Revenge whilſt yet my Blood 1 
ig ht. 
Reg. Help here Are you not hurt, my Lord? 
6e. Edmund, enk indle all the Sparks of Nature 
To quit this horrid AQ, 
Reg. Out, treacherous Villain, 
Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee ; it was he 
hat broach'd thy Treaſon, ſhew'd us thy Diſpatches ; 
There read, and fave the Cambrian Prince a Labour. 
If thy Eyes fail thee, call for Spectacles. | 
64ſt. O my Folly! = 
Then Edgar was abus d; kind Gods! forgive me that. 
Reg. How is' t, my Lord? 
Dale. Turn out that eyeleſs Villain, let him ſmell 
His Way to Cambray ; throw this Slave upon a Dunghill. 
| Regan, | bleed apace ; give me your Arm. [Exeunt. 
_ Glhſe. All dark, and comfortleſs ! | 
Where are thoſe various Objects that, but now, 
Employ'd my buſy Eyes? Where thoſe Eyes? 
Dead are their piercing Rays, that lately ſhot 
O'er flew'ry Vales to diſtant ſunny Hills, 
And drew with Joy dhe vait Horizon in. 
Theſe groping Hands are now my only Guides, 
And Feeling all my Sight. | 
O Miſery ! What Words can found my Grief? 
Shut from the Living whilſt among the Living ; 
Dark as the Grave amidit the buſtling World. 
At once from Bus'nels, and from Pleatare bacr'd : 
No more to view the Beauty of the Spring, 
Nor ſee the Face of Kindred, or of Friend ; 
Yet ſtill one Way th' extreameſt Fate affords, 
And ev'n the Blind can find the Way to Death. 
Maſt I then tamely die, and unrevenz'd ? 
8o Lear may fall: No, with theſe bleeding Rings 
I will preſent me to the pitying Crowd, 
And with the Rhetorick of theſe dropping Veins 
I:flame em to revenge their King and me; 
Then when the glorious Miſchief is on Wing, 
This Lumber from ſome Precipice Ill throw, 
And daſh it on the ragged Flint below; 


Whence 
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Through boundleſs Orbs eternal Regions f 
And, lke the Sun, be all one glorious 8 [ Exit.) 


The End of the TIR D AcT. 


Whence my freed Soul to her bright Sphere ſhall fly, 


Aer N. 
SCENE A Grotto. 
Edmund 4% Regan aworoufy ſeated, lflening to Mufich. 
Baſe. r 


ich none can prize like me ? Charm- 
ing Queen, 


ex 


In thoſe ſofe Arms ; — 1 endleſs Sleep, 
That I may dream of Pleaſures too tranſporting, 
| r Glas 
ve, ive, my , 

NEN 
I yield thee Hiſſes on no harder Terms, 
ey xc _ 

Paſt. This uſy is yet more ; it poſfible 
3 a Paradiſe 
To feed on ſickly Weeds? Such Sweets live here, 
That Conſtancy will be no Virtue in me. 
And yet muſt I forthwith go meet her Siſter, [ Hfede. 
To whom I muſt as much - 
Suppole it be the ; why, beſt of all, 
And I have then my Leflon ready conn'd. 

Reg. Wear this Nennndonnes of mee now 


| [Gives a Ring. 
Abſent myſelf no longer from the Duke, 


r for ever 
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Whoſe Wound grows dangerous, I hope mortal. 


Baft. And let this happy Image of your _ 
[ Pulling out a Picture drops a Note. 
Lodge in that Breaſt where all his Treaſure lies. [ Exit. 
Re. To this brave Youth aWoman's blooming Beauties 
Are due; my Fool uſurps my Bed——Whats here? 
Confuſion on my Eyes. 


Reads. ] Where Merit is ſo tranſparent, not to behold it crere 
Blindneſs, and not to recuard it, Ingratitude. 


Goneril. 
Sinn Accident! Yet — too; 


My Jealouſy's confirm'd, and I am taught 
To caſt for my Defence ä Enter an Officer. 
Now, what mean thoſe Shouts, and this thy haſty En- 
| trance ? 
Of. A moſt ſurpriſing and a ſudden Change ; ; 
The Peaſants are all up in Mutiny, 
And only want a Chief to lead 'em on 
To ſtorm your Palace. 
Reg. On what Provocation 3 
OF. At laſt Day's publick Feſtival, to which 
The Yeomen from all Quarters had repaired, 
Old Glofter, whom you late depriv'd of Sight, 
(His Veins yet ſtreaming freſh) preſents hienferf, 
Proclaims your Cruelty, * their Oppreſhon, 
With the King $ Injuries : which ſo enrag'd em 


That now that Mutiny, which long had crept, 
Takes Wing, and threatens your beſt Pow'rs. 


Reg. White liver d Slave! 


Our Forces rais d and led by valiant Ednund, 


Shall drive this Monſter of Rebellion back 
To her dark Cell; young Glefer's Arm allays 
The Storm, his Father's Fcble Breath did raiſe. [ Exit. 
The Field SCENE, Enter Edgar. 
Eag. The loweſt and moſt abje& Thing of Fortune 


Stands ſtill in Hope, and is ſecure from Fear; 


The 3 is from the Beſt, | 
The Worſt returns to Better, —— Who comes here ? 


Enter 
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Enter Gloſter, led by an old Man. 
My Father poorly led! depriv'd of Sight! 
The precious Stones torn from their bleeding Rings ! 
Something I heard of this inhuman Deed, 
But diſbehev'd it, as an Act too horrid 
For the hot Hellof a curſt Woman's Fury. 

When will the Meaſure of my Woes be full? 
Sl. Revenge, thou art on foot, Succeſs attend thee : 
Well have I fold my Eyes, if the Event 
Prove happy for the injured King. 

Ola 11 O, my good Lord, I have been your Tenant 
and your F ather's Tenant theſe fourſcore Years. 


Gloft. Away, get thee away, good Friend be gone; 
Thy Comforts can do me no Good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 
Oli M. You cannot fee your Way. f 
Gliſt. T have no Way, and therefore want no Eyes; 
I ſtumbled when i fa: O dear Son Eagar, 
The Food of thy abuicd Father's Wrath, 
Might I but live to ſec thee in my T ouch, 
I'd ſay I had Eyes again. 
Edg. Alas, he's ſenſible that I was wrong d, 
And ſhould I own myſelf, his tender Heart 
Would break betwixt the Extremes of Grief and Joy. 
Old M. How now? who's there ? | 
Edg. A Charity for poor Tom. Play Gs and defy 
the foul Fiend. 
O Gods! And muſt I ſtill p purſue this Trade, 
Trifling beneath ſuch OS of Miſery ? LA la: 
Old M. Tis poor mad Tom. 
G. In the late Storm I ſuch a Fellow ſaw, 
Which made me think a Man a Worm. 
Where is the Lunatick ? 
O M. Here my Lord. 
Get. Get thee now away; if "A my Sake 
Thou wilt o'ertake us hence a Mile or two, 
P th' Way to Dover, do't for ancient Love, 
And bring ſome Cov'ring for this naked Wretch, 
Whom IT! intreat to lead me. 
Old M. Alack, my Lord he's mad. (Blind. 


Gheft. Tis the Time's Plague when Madmen lead the 
Do as I bid thee, ON 


nd. 


=> 
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Ol M. T'll bring him the beſt parrel that I have, 
Come on't what will [Exit. 


Ghft. Sirrah, naked Fellow. 

Fag. Poor Tom's a cold; I cannot fool it longer, 
And yet I muft Bless thy ſweet Eyes, they bleed; 
Believ't poor Tom ev'n weeps his blind to ſee em. 

Gh. Know'it thou the Way to Dover? 

Ez. Both Stile and Gate, Horſe-Way and Foot-Path ; 
poor Tom has been ſcared out of his good Wits ; ble 


every true Man's Son from the ful Fiend. 


G4. Here take this Purſe ; that I am wretched 
Makes thee the happier. . Heav'n deal fo ſtill. 
Thus let the griping Uſurer's Hoard be ſcatter'd, 
So Diſtribution ſhall undo Exceſs, 
And each Man have enough. Doft thou know Dower ? 
Eqdg. Ay, Maſter. 
Gloſt. There's a Cliff, whoſe high and bending Head 
Looks dreadfully down on the roaring Deep; 3 
Bring me but to the very Brink of it, 
And I'll repair the Poverty thou bear'ſt 
With ſomething rich about me; from that Place 
J ſhall no leading need. 
| Eds. Give me thy Arm: Poor Tom ſhall guide thee. 
Sl. Soft, for I hear the Tread of Paſſengers. 
Enter Kent and Cordelia. 
Cord. Ah me! Your Fear's too true, it was the King 3 


I ſpoke but now with ſome that met him 


As mad as the vex'd Sea, ſinging aloud, 

Crown'd with rank Fumiter, and Furrow Weeds, 
With Berries, Burdocks, Violets, Daizies, Poppies, 
And all the idle Flowers that grow 

In our ſuſtaining Corn; condutt me to him, 


To prove my laſt Endeavours to reſtore him, 
And Heav'n ſo proſper thee. 


Kent. | will, good Lady. Ss 
Ha, Gleſer here! -— Turn, poor dark Man, and hear 
A Friend's Condolement, who at Sight of thine 
Forgets his own Diſtreſs ; thy old true Kent. 

Ge. How, Kent ? F rom whence return'd ? 

Kent. I have not ſince my Baniſhment been abſent, 
But in Diſguiſe follow'd th' abandon'd King: 
"Twas me thou ſaw'ſt with him in the late Storm. 


Gap, 
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Glas. Let me embrace thee ; 111 
Should weep for Joy ; but let this trickling Blood 
Suffice inſtead of Tears. 
Cord. O Miſery ! 
To whom ſhall I complain, optic; a 
Forgive, O wretched Man, the Piety 
That brought thee to this Paſs, *twas I that caus'd it; 
I caſt me at thy Feet, and beg of thee 
To cruſh theſe weeping Eyes to equal Darkneſs, 
If that will give thee any Recompence. 
Ea. Was ever Seaſon ſodifireſt as this? Xx 4 . 
Glee. I think Corde/ia's Voice! Riſe, pious 
And take a dark Man's Neſſing. 
Cord. O, my Edgar! 
My Virtue's now grown guilty, works the Bane 
Of thoſe that do befriend ane. Heaven ſorſakes me, 
And when you look that Way, it is but juſt 
TOS ould hate me too. 0 | 
wave this cutting Speech, pare to wound 
A Hein havuon th Rack: that Diſguiſe, 
7 1 4 bar Kent, in 
There's thee, and of nobleſt Weight ; 
Our injur'd is at length in Arms, 
U A by the Ki s inhuman Wrongs and mine, 
And only want a Chief to lead em on. 
That Taſk be thine. 
ag. Brave Britains, then there's Life in't yet. LA. 
Uu. Then have we one Caſt for our Fortune ſtill. 
Come, Princeſs, ll beſtow you with the King, 
Then on the Spur to head theſe Forces. 
Farewel, good Gh/ter, to our Conduct truſt. 
Sf. And be your Cauſe as proſp'rous as tis juſt. [Ex. 
- Goneril's Palace. Enter Goneril, Attendants. 
. It was Ignorance, Ghfter's Eyes being cut, 
To let him ls whe he arrives he 4 , 
All Hearts againſt us: Eduum I think is gone, 
In Pity to his Miſery, to- diſpatch him. 
Gent. No, Madam, he's 3 Summons 


| Back to your Siſter. 


Gon, Ah! I like not that, 
Such Speed muſt have the Wings of Love; where's ay > 04 
| | Ces. 


Ring L E A R. 49 
Gent. Madam, within, but never Man fo chang'd ; 
told him of the Uproar of the Peaſants, 
He ſmil'd at it; when I inform'd him 
Of Gloſter's Treaſon —- 
Gon. Trouble him no farther, | 
It is his coward Spirit; back to our Siſter, 
Haſten her Muſters, and let her know 
I have given the Diſtaff into my Huſband's Hands. 
That done, with ſpecial Care Jeliver theſe Diſpatches 
In private to young Gloſter, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meß. O Madam, moſt unſeaſonable News, 
The Duke of Cormwal!/'s dead of his late Wound, 
Whoſe Loſs your Siſter has in Part ſupply'd, 
Making brave Edmund General of her Forces. 
Gon. One Way I like this well; 
But being a Widow, and my Gh/'er with her, 
May blaſt the promis'd Harveſt of our Love. 
A Word more, Sir —— add Speed to your journey, 
And if you chance to meet with that blind Traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. IE. 
The Field SCENE, Gloſter and 
Ghft. When ſhall we come to th? Top of that ns Hall? 
ag. We climb it now; mark, how we labour. 
Gt. Methinks the Ground is even. 
Ezg. Horribly ſteep ; hark, do you hear the Sea ? 
G. No truly. 
Es. Why then your other Senſes you imperfect 
By your Eyes Anguiſh. 
 Gloft. So may it be indeed. 5 
Methinks thy Voice is alter d, and thou ſpeak'ft 
In better Phraſe and Matter than thou didit. 
Egg. You are much deceiv'd ; in nothing am 1 aher's 
But my Garments. 
Gt. Methinks y' are better ſpoken. 
Eag. Come on, Sir, here's the Place; how fearful 
2 tis to caſt one s Eyes fo low 
The Crows and Choughs, that wing the midway Air, 
Shew ſcarce fo big as Beetles. Half Way down 
Hangs one that * Samphire, dreadful Trade ! 
The Fiſhermen walk you Beach, 


5 | Appear 
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Appear like Mice: and yon tall anch'ring Bark 
Seems leſſen d to her Cock, her Cock, a Buoy, 
Almoſt too ſmall for Sight; the murm'ring Surge 
Cannot be heard ſo high; I'll look no more, 

Leſt my Brain turn, and the Diſorder make me 
Tumble down headlong. 
Glo}. Set me where you ſtand. 

Edg. You are now within a Foot of th extreme Verge. 
For all beneath the Moon I wou'd not now 
Leap forward. | 

Gloſt. Let go my Hand. : 

Here, Friend, is another Purſe, in it a Jewel 
Well worth a poor Man's taking ; get thee farther, 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 

Eag. Fare you well, Sir. That I do trifle thus 
With this his Deſpair, is with Deſign to cure it. 
Saft. Thus, mighty Gods, this World I do renounce, 

And in your Sight ſhake my Afflictions off; Es 

If I cou'd bear them longer, — * 

To quarrel with your great oppo Wills, 

My Snuff and feebler Part of Nature ſhou'd 

Burn itſelf out. If Eagar live, Oh bleſs him! Ry 

Now, Fellow, fare thee well. [ He falls. 
_ Edg. Good Sir, farewel. | 

And yet I know not how Conceit may rob 

The Treaſury of Life, Had he been where he thought, 

By this had Thought been paſt. — Alive, or dead? 

Hoa, Sir, Friend; hear you, Sir, ſpeak.— 

Thus might he paſs, indeed yet he revives. 

What are you, Sir? 

Gt. Away, and let me die. 

ag. Hadſt thou been ought but Goſs mer, Feathers, 
Falling ſo many Fathom down, (Air, 
Thou hadſt fhiver'd like an Egg; but thou doſt breathe, 
Haſt heavy Subſtance. Bleed ſt not; ſpeak, art found ? 
Thy Life's a Miracle. 

Gleſt. But have I fall'n, or no? PS 

E. From the dread Summit of this chalky Bourn 8 
Look up an Height, the ſhrill tun d Lark fo high 
Cannot be ſeen or heard; do but look up. | 

G. Alack, Ihave no Eyes. 


Is 
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Is Wretchedneſs depriv'd nac Benefit 
To end itſelf by Death ? 
Eds. Give me your Arm. 
Up, fo how is't? Feel you your Legs ? You ſtand. 
Gloſt. Too well, too well. 
Eag. Upon the Crown o'th' Cliff, what Thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 
Ct. A poor unfortunate Beggar. 
Eag. As | ſtood here below, methought his Eyes 
Were two full Moons, wide Noſtrils breathing Fire. 
It was ſome Fiend ; therefore, thou happy Father, 

Think, that th' all powerful Gods, who make them Ho- 
Of Men's Impoflibilities, have preſerv'd thee. (nours 
Gloſe. Tis wonderful; henceforth I'Il bear Affliction 

Till it expire; the Goblin which you ſpeak of, 
I took it for a Man; oft-times 'twould tay, 
The Fiend, the Fiend: He led me to that Place. (here? 
Eag. Bear free and patient Thoughts. But who comes 
Enter Lear, a Coronet of Flowers on his Head. 
Wreaths and Garlands about him. 
Lear. No, no ; they cannot touch me for coining ; 
Jam the King himſelf. | 8 
Ea. O piercing Sight! | | 
Lear. Nature's above Art in that Reſpeft ; there's 
your Preſs-money: That Fellow handles lis Bow like a 
_ Crow-Keeper: Draw me a Clothier's Yard. .\ 
Mauſe, a Mouſe, peace, hoa! There's my Guantlet; I'i! 
prove it on a Giant: Bring up the brown Bills; O well 
town Bird 3 i'th' White, i'th' White. — 
Tleuwgh! Give the Word. | 
Edg. Sweet Marjoram. 
Lear. Paſs. 
G. I know that Voice. | 
Lear. Ha! Goneril with a white Beard! They flat- 
ter'd me like a Dog, and told me I had white Hairs on my | 
Chin, before the black ones were there; to tay «y and 
10 to every thing that I faid: A and 0 too was no 
good Divinity. When the Rain came once to wet me, 
and the Winds to make me chatter ; when the Thurder 
wou'd not peace at my bidding; there I found m, 
thgre I {melt them out, Go to, they are not Men of 
5 C2 -  thewr 


8 
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their Words; they told me I was a King; tis a Lye, 
I am not Ague proof. 3 
Gh/t. That Voice I well remember, is't not the King's? 
Lear. Ay, every Inch a King; when I do ſtare, 
See, how the Subject quakes. 
I pardon that Man's Life. What was the Cauſe ? 
Adultery ? Thou ſhalt not die: Die for Adultery ? 
The Wren goes to't, and the ſmall gilded Fly 
Engenders in my Sight. Let Copulation thrive ; 
For Gloſter's Baſtard Son was kinder to his Father, 
Then were my Daughters, got 1'th' lawful Bed. 
To't. Luxury, Pell Mell; for I lack Soldiers. 
Gl. Not all my Sorrows paſt ſo deep have touch'd me, 
As theſe ſad Accents: Sight were now a Torment. 
Lear. Behold that fimp'ring Lady, the that ftarts 
At Pleaſure's Name, and thinks her Ear profan'd 
With the leaſt wanton Word; wou'd you believe it, 
The Fitcher, nor the pamper'd Steed goes to't 1 
With ſuch a riotous Appetite: Down from the Waſte 
they are Centaurs, though Women all above; but to the 
Girdle do the Gods inherit, beneath is all the Fiends. 
There's Hell, there's Darkneſs, the ſulphurous unfathom'd 
— Fie! Fie! Pah! An Ounce of Ciwet, good Apo- 
thecary, to ſweeten my Imagination. There's Mo- 
ney for thee. 

Gh. Tet me kiſs that Hand. 

Lear. Let me wipe it firſt ; it ſmells of Mortality. 

Gt. Speak, Sir, do you know me? 

Lear. | remember thy Eyes well enough: Nay, do 
thy worſt, blind Cupid, I'll not love. — Read me this 
Challenge; mark but the penning of it. 
 GChfje. Were all the Letters Suns, I could not ſee. 

Eqd;. | would not take this from Report; wretched 
What will thy Virtue do, when thou ſhalt find Cordelia 
This freſh AMion added to the Tale 
Of thy unparallel'd Griefs ? | | 

| Lear. Read. 
Ghljt. What with this Caſe of Eyes? 
Lear. O ho! Are you there with me? No Eyes in 
our Head, and no Money in your Purſe ? Yet you ſee 
fo this World goes. | | 
| Cl. 
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Gh. I fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What! art mad? A Man may fee how this 
World goes with no Eyes. Look with thy Ears; fee how 
yon Juitice rails on that fimple Thief; ſhake em together, 
and the firſt that drops, be it Thief, or Juſtice, is a Vil- 
lain. — Thou haſt ſeen a Farmer's Dog bark at a Beggar. 

Gt. Ay, Sir. | | 

| Lear. And the Man ran from the Cur ; there thon 
might'ſt behold the great Image of Authority, a Dog's 
obey'd in Office. Thou Raſcal, Beadle, hold thy 
bloody Hand, why doſt thou laſh that Strumpet ? Thou 
hotly luſt'ſt to enjoy her in that Kind for which thou 
whip'ſt her; do, do, the Judge that fentenc'd her has 
been before-hand with thee. | 

Gloſt. How ſtiff is my vile Senſe, that yields not yet? 

Lear. I tell thee the Uſurer hangs the Couz ner. 
Through tatter'd Cloaths ſmall Vices do appear; 

Robes and Fur-Gowns hide all : Plate Sin with Gold, 

And the ftrong Lance of Juftice hurtleſs breaks: 
Arm it in Rage, a Pigmy*s Straw doth pierce it. | 
Why there 'tis for thee, my Friend, make niuch of it; 
it has the Power to ſeal the Accuſer's Lips. Get thee 
Glaſs Eyes, and (like a ſcurvy Politician) ſeem to ſee tha 
Things thou doit not. Pull, pull off my Boots; bad, 
harder ; fo, fo. 

64. O Matter and I inency mixt, 

Reaſon in Madneſs ! ee os 

I ear. If thou wilt weep my Fortunes, take my Eyes. 

I know thee well enough, thy Name is Gr. 
'Thou muſt be patient: we came crying hither ; 
Thou know'ſt, the firſt Time that we tafle the Ar, 

We wail and cry PI preach to thee, mal k. 

Eag. Break, lab'ring Heart. | 

Lear. When we are born, we cry that we are come 
To this great Stage of Fools | 

— Enter two or three Gentlemen. 

Gent. O! here he is; lay Hand upon him; Sir, 
Your deareſt Daughter ſends | 

Lear. No Reſcue? What, a Priſoner? I am even the 
natural Fool of Fortune. Uſe me well, you ſhall have 


Ran- 
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Ranſom. Let me have Surgeons, Oh! I am cut to 
mm Brains. 

Gert. You ſhall have any Thing. 

Lear. No Seconds? All myſelf? I will die bravely, 
lice a {mug Bridegroom 3 fluſh'd and pamper d as a Prieft's 
Whore. Tama king, my Maſters, know ye that? 

Cent. You are a Royal One, and we obey you. 

ear. It were an excellent Stratagem to ſhoe a Troop 


of Horſe with Felt; 1'!I put 't in proof No Noiſe, no 
Notle, Now wiil we tical upon theſe Son's-in-Law, 
and then — Kill, kill, kill. kill! [ Ex. Running, 


geg, A Sight moſt moving in the meaneſt Wretch, 
Fai I eakic. z i a King 

(I. Now, 20cd Sir, what are you? 

# . A me ſt poor Man made tame to Fortune's Strokes, 
Ard prone to Pity by experienc'd Sorrows ; Give me your 

(Hand. 

6%. Yeu ever gentle Geds, take my Breath from me, 
Ani let not my ill Genius tempt me more 
10 die veicre you pleaſe. 

Enter Goneri!'s Gentleman Uber. 

Cent. A preclaim'd Prize! O moit happily met! 
That eyeleſs Head of thine was firſt fram'd Fleſh 
Jo raile my Fortunes; thou old unhappy Traitor, 
nie Sword is out that mult deſtroy thee. 

G4. Now let thy friendly Hand put Strength enough 

Cent. Wherefore, bold Peaſant, l[to't. 
Dar'l thou ſupport a publiſh'd Traitor? Hence, 

Le it [ deftroy thee too. Let go his Arm. 
ag. Chill not let go, Zir, without vurther Caſion. 

Gent. Let go, Slave, or thou dieſt. 

Lag. Good Gentleman go your Gate, and let poor 
Volk paſs ; and chu'd ha” bin? zwagger'd out of my Life, 
it would not have been 20 long as tis by a Vort-Night. 

- Nay, an' thou com'ſt near th' old Man, I'ſt try 
whether your Coſtard or my Ballow be th' — 

Gent. Out Dunghill. 

Eag. Chill pick your Teeth, Zir; come, no Matter 
vor your Foines. [Edgar knocks him dar 

Cent. Slave, thou haſt ſlain me; oh! untimely Death 

£47, I know thee well, a ſerviceable Villain; 


* 
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As duteou to the Vices of thy Mittreis, 
As Luft could wiſh. 
G6. What! Is he dead? 
Eds. Sit you, Sir. 
This 1s a Letter Carrier, and may have 
Some Papers of Intelligence, that may tand 
Our Party in good Stead to know. What's here ? 
[Tales a Letter out of his Pocket 3 9pens, and read. 
To Edmund Ear! of Giy/ter. | 
Let our mutual Loves be remember'd; you have mans 
Opportunities to cut him of. If be return tue 
Conqueror, Mu F om ſtill a I-.ijoner, and bit 
Bed » my Gaol; from the leath d Warmth of 
which deliver me, and ſutply the Place fir your 
| Labour. | Gonerit, 
A Plot upon her Huſband's Life, 
And the Exchange my Brother! Here 1'th' Sands 
I'll rake thee up, thou Meſſenger of Luſt; 
Griey'd only that thou hadit no other Death's-Man. 
In Time and Place convenient II produce 
Theſe Letters to the Sight of th' injur'd Duke. 
As beſt ſhall ſerve our Purpoſe ; come, your Hand. 
Far off methinks I hear the beaten Drum ; 
Come, Sir, I will beſtow you with a Friend, [Eæeant. 
A Chainber. Lear a//:ep on a Couch; Cordelia and 
| Attendants ſtanding by him. 
Cord. His Sleep is found, and may have good Efcct 
To cure his jarring Senſes, and repair 
This Breach of Nature. 
Phy/. We have employ'd the utmoſt Pow'r of Art, 
And this deep Reſt will perfect our Deſign. | 
Cord, O Regan, Goneri/! Inhuman Siſtere, 
Had he not been your Father, theſe white Hairs 
Had chaileng'd ſure ſome Pity ! Was this a Face 
To be expos'd againſt the jarring Winds? | 
My Enemy's Dog, though he had bit me, ſhou'd (to him, 
Have ſtood that Night againſt my Fire.—He wakes, ipeak 
Phy/. Madam, do you; 'tis fitteſt. (jeſty? 
Cord. How does my royal Lord? How fares your Ma- 
Lear. You do me Wrong to take me out o'th' Grave. 
Ha! is this tcy a World of Cruelty ? 
C4 I know 
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T know my Privilege; think not that I will 
Be us'd ſtill like a wretched Mortal : No, 
No more of that. 
Cord. Speak to me, Sir; who am I? 
Lear. You are a Soul in Bliſs ; but I am bound 
Upon a Wheel of Fire, which my own Tears 
Do ſeald like molten Lead. | 
Card. Sir, do you know me? 
Lear. You are a Spirit, I know; when did you die? 
Cord. Still, ftill, far wide— (compos'd. 
Phy/. Madam, he's ſcarce awake; he'll ſoon grow more 
Lear. Where I have been? Where am I, fair Day- 
Tam mightily abus'd, I ſhou'd even die with Pity (Light? 
To ſee another thus. I will not ſwear 
Theſe are my Hands. 
Card. O look upon me, Sir, | 
And hold your Hand in Blefling o'er me; nay, 
You mutt not kneel. 5 | 
Lear. Pray do not mock me; 
T am a very fooliſh fond old Man, 
Fourſcore and upward ; and to deal plainly, 
J fear I am not in my perfect Mind. 5 
Cord. Nay, then farewel to Patience: Witneſs for me, 
Ve mighty Pow'rs, I ne'er complain'd till now ! 
Lear. Methinks I ſhou'd know you, and know this Man; 
Yet I am doubtful ; for I'm mainly ignorant 
What Place this is; and all the Skill I have, 
Pemembers not theſe Garments; nor do | know 
Where I did ſleep laſt Night. Pray do not mock me, 
For, as Iam a Man, I think that Lady 
Jo be my Child Cordelia. 
Cord. O my dear, dear Father ! 
Lear. Be your Tears wet ? Yes faith ; pray do not weep. 
] know I have giv'n thee Cauſe, and am fo humbled 
With Croſſes fince, that I cou'd aſk 
Forgiveneſs of thee, were it poſſible 
That thou cou'dlt grant it; but I'm well aſſur d 
Thou can'ſt not; therefore I do ſtand thy Juſtice : 
If thou haſt Poiſon for me I will drink it, 
Bleſs thee, and die. | 
Cord. O Pity, Sir, a bleeding Heart, and ceaſe 
This killing Language. Lear. 
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Lear. Tell me, — where am I? 
Phy/. In own Kingdom, Sir. 
2 Do not abuſe me. NOR 
Phy/. Be comforted, good Madam, for the Vioien:e 
Of his Diſtemper's q we'll lead him in, 
Nor trouble him, till he is better ſettled. 
Wil't pleaſe you, Sir, walk into freer Air? | 
Lear. You muſt bear with me, I am old and fooliſh. 
D | [They head him . 
Cord. The God's reſtore you. Hark, I hear afar 
The beaten Drum. Old Ken/'s a Man of's Word. 
Oh! for an Arm | | 
Like the fierce Thunderer's, when the Earth-born Sons 
Storm'd Heav'n, to fight this injur d Father's Battle 
That I cou'd ſhiſt my Sex, and dye me deep 
In his Oppoſer's Blood! But as I may, 
With Women's Weapons, Piety and Pray'rs, 
I'll aid his Cauſe. You never erring 
Fight on his Side, and thunder on his Foes 
Such Tempeſts as his poor ag'd Head ſuſtain'd : 
Your Image ſuffers when a Monarch bleeds. 
Tis your own Caule, for that your Succours bring; 
Revenge yourſelves, and right an injur d King. 


e 


End of the Fou rH AcT. 
CANS EHANDEEANDEIANDDERAND EFANTY 
| . 
SCENE, A Canp. 
Enter Goneril and Attendants. 


Gon. NN U R Siſter's Pow rs already are aniv'd. 
* 0 X And ſhe herſelf has promis'd to prevenc 


& 2 & The Night with her Approach : Have ; 
be NO of Ae provide | 
The Banquet beſpoke for her Reception | 

; At my Tent? 
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Att. So, pleaſe your Grace, we have. | 
Gor. But thou, my Poiſoner, muſt prepare the Bowl 
That crowns this Banquet; when our Mirth is high, 
The Trumpets ſounding, and the Flutes replying, 
Then is the Time to give this fatal Draught 
To this imperious Siſter; if then our Arms ſucceed, 
Edmund, more dear than Victory, is mine; 
But if Defeat, or Death itſelf attend me, 
Till charm my Ghoſt to think I've left behind me 
No happy Rival. Hark! ſhe comes. [Trampet. Exennt, 
Enter Baſtard in his Tent. 
Da. To both theſe Siſters have I ſworn my Love, 
Fach jealous of the other, as the Stung 
Are of the Adder; — Neither can be held 
If both remain alive; — Where ſhall I fix? 
Doe guall is dead, and Regan's empty Bed 
cms calt by Fortune for me— But already 
! have enjoy d her, and bright Goneri/ 
5:22 equai Charms brings dear Variety, 
And vet untaſted Beauty: I will uſe 
Her tiuiband*s Count'rance for the Bat :, then 
Uturp at once his Ded and Throne. [ Enter Officers. 
ily tralty Scouts y are well return'd ; have ye deſcry d 
Pac Strength and Foſlure of the Enemy? 
CF. We have, and were ſurpris'd to find 
Tie haniſh'd Kent return'd, — at their Head; 
our Brother Edgar on the Rear; old Glſter 
A moving Spectacle) led through the Ranks, 
* hole pow'rful Tongue, and more prevailing Wrongs, 
{ave ſo enrag'd their ruſtick Spirit, that with 
In approaching Dawn we muſt expect a Battle. 
Bejt. You bring a welcome Hearing; each to his Charge ; 
ige well your Kanks, and ſtand on your Award. 
0 N ght repoſe you ; and i'th' Morn we'll give 
be Lun a Sizhr that ſhall be worth his riſing. ¶ Exeuns. 


SCENE, « Valley near the Camp. 


Enter Edgar and Gloſter. 3 
Fag. Here, Sir, take you the Shadow of this Tree 
For your god Hoſt; pray that the Right may thrive: 
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If ever I return to you 
I'll bring you > [Exits 
Gh. Thanks, friendly Sir; 
The Fortune your good Cauſe deſerves betide you. 
An Alarm; after which Gloſter ſpeaks. 
The Fight grows hot ; the whole War's now at work, 
And the goar'd Battle bleeds in every Vein, 
Whilit Drums and Trumpets drown loud Slaughter's Roar, 
Where's Gh/?er now, that us'd to head the Fray, 
And ſcour the Ranks where deadlieſt Danger lay ? 
Here, like a Shepherd, in a lonely Shade, 
Idle, unarm'd, and Iifning to the Fight. 
Yet the diſabled Courſer, maim'd and blind, 
When in his Stall he hears the rattling War, 
Foami ins with Rage, tears up the batter'd Ground, 
A nd tugs for Liberty 
No * of Shelte. thou blind Worm, but forth 
To th' open Field; the War may come this Way, 
And cruſh thee into Reſt. Here lay thee down, 
And tear the Earth ; that Work befits a Mole. 
O dark Deſpair! When, Ezgar, wilt thou come 
To pardon, and diſmiſs me to the Grave? [A Retreat 
Hark ! a Retreat; the King ] fear has loſt. ſounace,, 
Re-enter Edgar, bloody. | 
Eag. Away, old Man, give me your Hand, away! 
King y Phe has loſt ; he and his Daughter ta en: 
And this, ye Gods, i is all that I can fave 
Of this moſt precious Wreck. Give me your and. 
Ct. No farther, Sir; a Man may rot, even here. 
Ed. What! in ill „Thoughts again ? Men mutt en 
Their going hence, ev'n as their coming hither, = (dute 
(r. And that's true too. Exeunc, 
Fhuris Enter in Comgue/i, Albany, Goneril, Regan, 
Baſtard. Lear, Kent, Cordelia, Prison. 
Al It is enough to have conquer'd, Cruelty | 
Shou'd ne'er ſurvive the Fight. Captain o'th' Guards, 
Treat well your royal Priſoners, till you have 
Our farther Orders, as you hold our Pleaſure. 
Gor, Hark, Sir, not as you hold our Huſband's Plea- 


fure, [To the 8 * 5 
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But as you hold your Life, diſpatch your Pris' ners. 
Our Empire can have no ſure Settlement 

But in their Death ; the Earth that covers them 
Binds faſt our Throne. Let me hear they are dead. 

Cape. I ſhall obey your Orders. 

Baſt. Sir, I approve it ſafeft to pronounce 
Sentence of Death upon this wretched King, 
Whoſe Age has Charms in it, his Title more, 
To draw the Commons once more to his Side: 
*T were beſt prevent — 

Aab. Sir, by your Favour, 

T hold you but a Subject of this War, 
Not as a Brother. | 

Reg. That's as we liſt to grace him. 

Have yau forgot that he did lead our Pow” »? 
Bore the Commiſſion of our Place and Perſon ? 
And that Authority may well ſtand ap. 
And call itſelf your Brother. 
Gon. Not ſo hot, 
In his own Merits he exalts himſelf 
More than in your Addition. 
| Enter Edgar diſguis d. 

Alb. What art thou ? 

Edg. Pardon me, Sir, that I preſume to ſtop 
A Prince and Conqu'ror, yet, ere you triumph, 

Give Ear to what a Stranger can deliver 

Of what concerns you more than Triumph can. 

I do impeach your General there of Treaſon, 

Lord Edmund, that uſurps the Name of Gh/r, 
Of fouleſt Practice gainſt your Life and Honour ; 
This Charge is true : and wretched though | ſeem, 
can produce a Champion that will prove 

In fingle Combat what I do avouch, 

If Edmund dares but truſt his Cauſe and Sword. 

Baſt. What will not Edmund dare? My Lord, I beg 
The Favour that you'd inſtantly appoint 
The Place where I may meet this Chall 
Whom I will ſacrifice to my wrong'd Fame: 
Remember, Sir, that injur'd Honours nice, 

And cannot brook Delay. 

Alb. Anon, fp Tent, i th ans 's View, 
'There let the Herald cry, Eap. 
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F:g 1 thank your Highneſs i in my Champion's Name : 
He'll wait 94s Trumpet's Call. 


You are the only Pair that e'er wrong'd, 
And the juſt Gods have made you Witneſſes 
Of my — z the very Shame of Fortune, 
To ſee me chain d and ſhackled at theſe Years! 
Vet were you but Spectators of my Woes, 
Not Fellow-Sufferers, all were well. 

Cord. This Lan Sir, adds yet to our AMiftion. 

Lear. Thou, Kent, didſt head the Troops that fought 
Expos'd thy Life and Fortunes for a Maſter (my Battle, 
That had (as I remember) baniſh'd thee. 

Kent. Pardon me, Sir, that once I broke your Orders : 

Baniſh'd by yeu, I kept me here diſguis d 

To watch your Fortunes, and protect your Perſon ; 
You know you entertain'd a rough blunt Fellow, 
One Caius, and you thought he did you Service. 

Lear. My truſty Caius, I have loſt him too! [Weeps, 
Twas a rough Honeſty. 

— I was that Caint, 

d in that coarſe Dreſs, to follow you 

| _— My Caius, too! Wer't thou my 2 Caius ? 
——_— enough. 

Cord. Ah me, he faints ! his Blood forſakes his Cheek. 
Help, Kent — 

Lear, No, no, they ſhall not ſee us weep, 
We'll ſee them rot firſt. Guards, lead away to Priſon. 
Come Kent, Cordelia, come; 
We two will fit alone, like Birds i'th' Cage: 
When thou doſt aſk me Bleſſing, Pll kneel down 
And aſk of thee Forgiveneſs ; thus we'll live, 
And pray, and ſing, and tell old Tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterffies ; hear Sycophants 
Talk of Court News, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who loſes and who wins; who's in, who's out; 
And take upon us the Myſtery of Things, 
As if we were Heav'ns Spies. 

Cord. Upon ſuch Sacrifices 

'T he Gods themſelves throw Incenſe, 


Lear. 
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Lear. Have I caught ye ? | 
He that parts us, muſt bring a Brand from Heav'n: 
Together we'll out-toil the Spite of Hell, | 
And die the Wonders of the World ; away. 

1 [Exeunt guarded. 
Flouriſo, Enter before the Tents, Albany, Goneril, 

Regan, Guards and Attendants ; Goneril ſpeaking A- 

part to the Captain of the Guards entering. (mand 

Gon. Here's Gold for thee, thou know'ſt our late Com- 
Upon your Pris ners Lives; about it ſtraight, and at 
Our Ev'ning Banquet let it raiſe our Mirth, 

To hear that they are dead. | | 
Capt. I ſhall not fail your Orders. [Ex. 
Albany, Goneril, Regan, take their Seats. 

Alb. Now, Glofter, truſt to thy ſingle Virtue ; for thy 
All levied in my Name, have in my Name (soldiers, 
Took their Diſcharge : now let our Trumpets ſpeak, 

And Herald read out this. Herald reads. 

If any Man of Quality within the Liſts of the 
Army will maintain ufen Edmund, fuppos d 
Earl of Gloſter, that he is a manifold Traitor, 
let lim appear by the third Scund of the Trum- 
pet; he is bold in lis Defence ———— gain, 
again. [{rumpets anſwer from Within, 
Enter Edgar arm d. 
Alb. Lord Edgar ! A . 
Baſt. Ha ! my Brother ! 

This is the only Combatant that I cou'd fear, 

For in my Breaſt Guilt duels on his Sice : 

But, Conſcience, what have I to do with thee ? 

Awe thou thy dull legitimate Slaves; but I 

Was born a Libertine, and fo I keep me. 

Edo. My noble Prince, a Word; ere we engage, 
Into your Highneſs' Hands I give this Paper; 

It will the Truth of my Impeachment prove, 
Whatever be my Fortune in the Fight. 

Alb. We ſhall peruſe it. | 

Edz. Now, Edmund, draw thy Sword, 

That if my Speech has wrong'd a noble Heart, 

Thy Arm may do thee Juſtice ; Here i'th' Preſence 
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Of this high Prince, theſe Queens, and this crown'd Liſt, 
I brand thee with the ſpotted Name of Traytor; 
Falſe to thy Gods, thy Father, and thy Brother, 
And what is more, thy Friend ; falſe to "thi Pance: © 
If then thou ſhar'ſ a "Spark of Glofter's Virtue, 
Acquit thyſelf ; or if thou ſhar'ſ his Courage, 
Meet this Defiance bravely. 

Ba. And dares Edpar, | 95 
The beaten, routed Eagar, brave his „ — ? 

From all thy Troops and Thee | forc'd the Field: 

Thou haſt loſt the gen'ral Stake, and art thou now 
Come wich thy petty ſingle Stock wo play : 
This after Game ? 
Ea. Haif-blooded Man, 
Thy Father 's Sin firſt, then his Puniſhment ; i: 
The dark and vicious Place where he begot thee 
Coſt him his Eyes; from thy licentious Mother 
Thou draw'ſ thy Villany ; but for thy Part 
Of Glofter's Blood, I hold thee worth my Sword. 

Baft. Thou bear'ſt thee on thy Mother's Piety, 
Which [ deſpiſe ; thy Mother being chaſte, 
Thou art aſſur'd thou art but G/z/ter's Son; 
But mine, diſdaining Conftancy, leaves me 
To hope that I am ſprung from nobler Blood, 
And poſſibly a King might be my Sire: 
But be my Birth's uncertain Chance as 'twill, 
Who 'twas that had the Hit to Father me 
know not; *tis enough that I am I: 


Of this one Thing Im certain that I have 
A daring Soul, and ſo have at thy Heart. 
Sound Trumpet. [ Fight, Baſtard ali. 


Gon. and Reg. Save him ! fave him ! 
Gon. This was Practice, Glofter ; 
* won ſt the Field, and waſt not bound to fight 
vanqui iſh'd Enemy. Thou art not conquer d, 
4 cou ned and betray'd. 
Alb. Shut your Mouth, Lady, 
Or with this Paper I ſhall top it. Hold, Madam } 
Thou worſe than any Name, read thy own Evil — 


„9 PM 
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Gon. Say, if I do, who ſhall arraign me for't ? 
The Laws are mine, not thine. 
Alb. Moſt monſt rous! Ha! Thou know ſt it too! 
Baß. Aſk me not what I know, 
J have not Breath to anſwer idle Queſtions. 
Alb. I have refolv'd ——— Your Right, brave Sir, has 
rd. [To Edgar. 
Along with me, I muſt conſult your Father. [ Ex. Albany 
Reg. Help every Hand to fave a noble Life ; [andEdg. 
My half o'th' Kingdom for a Man of — 
To ſtop this precious Stream. 
Baſt. Away, ye Empiricks. 
orment me not with your vain Offices ; 
The Sword has pierc'd too far ; Legitimacy 
At laſt has got it. 
Reg. The Pride of Nature dies. 8 
Cen. Away, the Minutes are too precious; 
Diſturb us not with thy impertinent Sorrow. 
Reg. Art thou my Rival then profeſt? 
Gon. Why, was our Love a Secret? Cou d there be 
Beauty like mine, and Gallantry like his, 
And not a mutual Love? Juſt Nature then 
Had err'd. Behold that Copy of Perfection, 
That Youth, whoſe Story will Kave no foul Page, 
But where it ſays he ſtoopt to Regan's Arms: 
Which yet was but Compliance, not Affection; 
A Charity to begging, ruin d Beauty ! 
Reg. Who begg d when Ganeril writ that? Expoſe it, 
[Throws her a Litter. 
And let it be your Army's Mirth, as 'twas 
This charming Youth's and mine, when in the Bow'r 
He breath's the warmeſt Extaſies of Love; 
Then panting on my Breaſt, cry'd, matchleſs Regan 
That Goneri and thou ſhou'd e'er be kin! 
Gor. Die, Circe, for thy Charms are atan End ; 
Expire before my Face, and let me ſee 
How well that boaſted Beauty will become 
Congealing Blood, and Death's convulſive Pang: : 
Die and be huſh'd; for at my Tent laſt Night 
Thou drank ſt thy Bane, amidſt thy rev ling Bowls : 
Ha! Doſt thou file 3 Is wan. Death thy Sport ? 
Or has the truſty Potion made thee mad ? Res, 
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Rez. Thou com r 
As in my Glhfer's Love; my Jealouſy 
Inſpir'd me to prevent thy feeble Malice, 


„„ 
Gon. Ha 
Baſt. No more, my Queens, bo) - hats 


You both deſerv'd my Love, and both poſſeſt it. 
Come, Soldiers, bear me in; and let 
Your Royal Preſence grace my r. 
Now, Edgar, thy proud Conqueſt 1 

Who wou'd not chuſe, like me, to yield his 7 
FF 


SCENE, A Priſen. 
Lear asp, with bis Head on Cordelia's Lap. 


Cord. What Toils, thou wretched King, haſt thou en+ 
To make thee draw, in Chains, a Sleep fo ſound ? (dur'd, 
Thy better Angel charm thy raviſh'd Mind 
With fancy'd Freedom ; Peace is us'd to hb A 

On Cottage Straw. Thou haſt the 
There dnn have the Bra d Tanke 
And now, my Eqgar, I remember thee : 

What Fate has form 'd thee in this general Wreck 
I know not, but I know thou muſt be wretched, 
Becauſe Cordelia holds thee dear. (Image 
O Gods! A ſudden Gloom o'erwhelms me, and the 
Of Death o'er nn 

Enter Captain and Officers with Cords. 

Capt. Now, Sirs, diſpatch ; already you are paid 
In Part, the beſt of your Reward's to come. [halts. 

Lear. Charge, charge upon their Flank, their laſt Wing 
Puſh, puſh the Battle, and the Day's our own. 
Their Ranks are broke, down, down with Albany. 
Who holds my Hands ?——© thou deceiving Sleep, 
] was this very Minute on the Chace, 

And now a Priſoner here !—— What mean the Slaves f 

You will not murder me ? 


Cord, 


RR 


Cord. Help, Earth and Heaven ! 
_ your Souls ſake, dear Sirs, and 2 Gods. . PO 
B. No Tears, Lady ; no ing again | 
Come, Sirs, make = your Gra (and Preferment. 
Card. You, Sir, I'll ſeize, 
You have a human Form, and if no Prayers 
Can touch your Soul to ſpare a poor King's Life, 
If there be any Thing that you hold dear, 
By that I beg you to diſpatch me firſt. 
Capt. Comply with her Requeſt ; difpatch her firſt. 
Tear. Off Hell. Hounds, by the Gods | charge you ſpare 
Tis my CordeBa, my true pious Daughter; (her ; 
No pity ? Nay, then take an old Man's Vengeance. 
 Snitches a Partiſan, and ſfirikes dewn two of them; 
the reſt quit Cordelia, and turm upon him. 
Enter Edgar and Albany. 8 
Egg Death! Hell! ye Vultures, hold your impious 
Or take a ſpeedier Death than you wou'd give. (Hands, 
Capt. By whoſe Command ? TS 
Eqdz. Behold the Duke, your Lord. 
Alb. Guards, ſeize thoſe Inſtruments of Cruelty, 
Cord. Oh, my Edgar! | 
Edg. My dear Cordelia ! Lucky was the Minute 
Ok our Approach; the Gods have weigh'd our Suff rings; 
W' have paſs'd the Fire, and now muſt ſhine to Ages, 
Gent. Look here, my Lord, ſee where the generous King 
Has ſlain two of em. 
Lear. Did I not, Fellow ? 
Tve ſeen the Day, with my good biting Faulchion 
I cou'd have made em ſkip : I am old now, 
And theſe vile Croſſes ſpoil me; out of Breath, 
Fie, oh! quite out of Breath, and ſpent. | $ 
Alb. Bring in old Kent ; and, Eagar, guide you hither 
Your Father, whom you ſaid was near; [Exit Edgar, 
He may be an Ear-witaeſs at the leaſt 
Of our Proceedings. [Kent brought in here. 
Lear. Who are you? 
My Eyes are none o'th' beſt, I'll tell you ſtreight; 
Oh, Albany! Well, Sir, we are your Captives, 
And you are come to ſee Death paſs upon us. 
Why this Delay? ——Or is't your Highneſs' Pleaſure 
To 
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To give us firſt the Torture ? Say ye ſo? 
Why here's old Kent and I, had 6 Pie 


As e'er bore Tyrant's Stroke. But, my Corde/:a, 
My poor Cordelia here, O pity 
Alb. Take off their Chains. Thou i injur'd Majeſty, 


The Wheel of Fortune now hes made her Circle, 
And Bleflings yet ftand twixt thy Grave and thee. 

Lear. Com'it thou, inhuman Lord, to ſooth us back 
To a Foct's Paradiſe of Hope, to make 
Our Doom more wretched? Go to, we are too well 
Acquainted with Misfortune, to be gull'd 
With lying Hope ; no, we will hope no more. 

Alb. I have a Tale Cunfold, fo full of Wonder, 
As cannot meet an eaſy Faith z 
But by that royal injur'd Head 'tis true 1 

Kent. What wou'd your Highneſs ? 

Alb. Know, the noble Edgar 
Impeach'd Lord Edmund, fince the Fight, of Treaſon, | 
And dar'd him for the Proof to ſingle Combat, 
In which the Gods confirm'd his Charge by Conqueſt ; 
J left ev'n now the Traitor wounded mortally. 

Lear. And whither tends this Story? 

5. Ere they fought, 
Lord Edgar gave into my Hands this Paper 
A blacker Scroll of Treaſon and of Luft 
Than can be found in the Records of Hell; 
There, ſacred Sir, behold the Character 
Of Ganeril, the worſt of Daughters, but 
More vicious Wife. 

Cord. Cou'd there be yet Addition to their Guilt ! 
What will not they thas wrong a Father do ? 

. Since then my Injuries, Lear, fall in with thine, 

I have reſolv'd the ſame Redreſs for both. 

Kent. What ſays my Lord? 

Cord. Speak, for methought I heard 
The charming Voice of a deſcending God. 

Aib. The Troops, by Edmund rais %, have diſbanded ; 
Thoſe that remain are under my Command. 
What Comfort may be brought to chear your Age, 

Ard heal your ſavage Wrongs, ſhall be apply 'd; 

For to yeur * we do 1 | 
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Your Kingdom, ſave what Part yourſelf confer'd 
On us in Marriage. 
Kent. Hear you that, my Liege ? 
Cord. Then there are Gods, and Virtue is their Care. 
Lear. IS t poflible ? 
Let the Spheres ſtop their Courſe, the Sun make halt, 
The Winds be huſh'd, the Seas and Fountains reſt ; 
All Nature pauſe, and liſten to the Change. 
Where is my Kent. my Caius ? 
Kent. Here, my Liege. | 
Lear. Why I have News that will recall thy Youth : 
Ha! didſt thou hear't, or did th'infpiring Gods 
Whiſper to me alone? Old Lear ſhall be 
A King again. 5 
Kent. The Prince, that like a God has Pow'r, has faid it. 
Lear. Cordelia then ſhall be a Queen, mark that: 
Cordelia, ſhall be Queen; Winds catch the Sound, 
And bear it on your roſy Wings to Heav'n— 
Cordelia is a Queen. | 
Re-enter Edgar with Gloſter, 
Alb. Look, Sir, where pious Edgar comes, 
Leading his eyeleſs Father. O my Liege ! 
His wond”rous Story well deſerves your Leiſure ; 
What he has done and ſuffer'd for your Sake, 
What for the fair Cordelia s. 
Git. Where's my Liege? Conduct me to his Knees, to 
His ſecond Birth of Empire: My dear Edgar (hail 
Has with himſelf reveal'd the King's bleſt Reſtauration. 
Lear. My poor dark Gloſter ! 
GH. O let me kiſs that once more ſcepter d Hand! 
Lear. Hold, thou miſtak'it the Majeſty, kneel here ; 
_ Cordelia has our Pow'r, Cordetia's Queen. 
Speak, is not that the noble ſuff ring Edgar ? 
Gkft. My pious Son, more dear than my loſt Eyes. 
Lear. | wrong d him too, but here's the fair Amends, 
Edg. Your Leave, my Liege, for an unwelcome Meſſage. 
Edmund (but that's a Trifle) is expired. 
What more will touch you, your imperious Daughters, 
Goneril and haughty Regan, both are dead, 
Each by the other poiſon'd at a Banquet : 
This, dy ing, they conſeſs d. 


Cord. 
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Cord. O fatal Period of ill-govern'd Life! 
Lear. Ingrateful as they were, my Heart feels yet 
A Pang of Nature for their wretched Fall. 
But, Edgar, I defer thy Joys too long : 
Thou ferv'dt diftreſs'd Cordelia ; take her crown 4, 
Th' imperial Grace freſh blooming on her Brow : 
Nay, Glaſter, thou haſt here a Father's Right, 
Thy helping Hand t heap Bleflings on their Heads. 
en. Old 4 in my hearty Wiſhes too. 
Eag. The Gods too y recompence 
What I have done ; the Gift —— Merit dumb. 
Cord. Nor do I bluſh to own myſelf o'er- paid 
For all my Suff rings paſt. 
Ge. Now, gentle Gods, give Gloter his Diſcharge. 
Lear. No, Gloſter, thou haft Buſineſs yet for Life ; 
Thou, Kent, and TI, retir'd to ſome cloſe Cel, 
by ently paſs our ſhort Reſerves of Time 
m Reflexions on our Fortunes 
Ge with Relation of the proſperous Reign 
Of this celeſtial Pair; thus our Remains | 
Shall in an even Courſe of Thoughts be paſt, 
Enjoy the preſent _ nor fear the laſt. | 
Eag. Our — ountry now eres her Head, 
Peace ng Swe de baby Wir Wings, and Plenty blooms. 
Divine — all the Gods can witneſs 
How much thy Love to Empire I prefer ! 
Thy bright Example ſhall convince the Wor'd 
{Whatever Storms of Fortune are decreed) 
That Truth and Virtue hall at laſt ſucceed. 
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— the reigning Sin o'th' Age, 
Will ſcarce endure true Lovers on the Stage; 
Yeu hardly ev'n in Plays with fuch diſpenſe, 
And Poets kill 'em in their own Defence. 

Yet one boli Proof I was reſalv d to give, 

That IT cou'd three Hours Con/lancy out-live. 

You fear, perhaps, whilſt on the Stage w'are mad: 
Such Saints, we ſhall indeed take up the Trade: 

Sometimes ave threaten, ——but our Virtue may 
Fer Truth (I fear) with your Pit-Vabur weigh : 

For (not to flatter either) I much doubt — 
When wwe are off the Stage, and you are out, ö 
We are not quite ſo coy, nor you fo flout. 

Ne talk of Nunneries—— but, to be ſincere, 

Whoever lives to ſee us cloifter'd there, 
May hope to meet our Criticks at Tangjer, 

Far Shame give over this inglorions Trade 

O worrying Poets, and go maul th' Alcade. 

Well =— fince y are all for blujſP ring in tie Pit, : 
This Play's Reviver humbly dies admit 
Tour abslute Pow'r to damn his Part of it. 

But flill jo many Maſler-Touches ſhine 

Of that waſi Hand that fort laid this Deſign, 
That in great Shakeſpear's Right, he's bi!4 to ſav, 

If you lite nothing you have ſeen To- day, 
he Play your Judgment damns, not you the Play, 
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To Her Royal Highneſs the 


PRINCES S. 


MAD AM, 
HAT high Station, which by Your Birth 
1 You hold above the People, exacts from 
every one, as a Duty, whatever Honours they are 
capable of Paying to Your Royal Highneſs : But 
that mare exalted Place, to which Your Virtues 
have raiſed You, above the reſt of Princes, makes 
the Tribute of our Admiration and Praiſe, rather a 
Choice, more immediately preventing that Duty. 
The Public Gratitude is ever founded on a 
Public Benefit; and what is univerſally Bleſſed, 
is always an univerſal Bleſſing. Thus from Your 
Self we derive the Offerings which we bring; and 
that Incenſe which ariſes to Your Name, only re- 
turns to its Original, and but naturally requires the 
Parent of its Being. 
From hence it is that this Poem, conftituted on 
a Moral, whoſe End is to recommend and to en- 
courage Virtue, of conſequence has recourſe to 
Your Royal Highneſs's Patronage; aſpiring to caſt 
| A3 itlelt 
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itſelf beneath Your Feet, and declining Approba- 
tion, till you ſhall condeſcend to own it, and 
vouchſafe to ſhine upon it as on a Creature of Your 
Influence. | | 

It is from the Example of Princes that Virtue 
becomes a Faſhion in the People, for even they | 
who are averſe to Inſtruction, will yet be fond of 
Imitation. e 
But there are Multitudes, who never can have 
Means nor Opportunities of ſo near an Acceſs, as 
to partake of the Benefit of ſuch Examples. And 
to theſe, Tragedy, which diſtinguiſhes itſelf from 
the vulgar Poetry by the Dignity of its Characters, 
may be of Uſe and Information. For they who 
are at that diſtance from original Greatre's, as to 

be deprived of the Happineſs of contemplating the 

Perfections and real Excellencies of Your k 
Highneſs's Perſon in your Court, may yet behold 
ſome ſmall Sketches and Imagings of the Virtues 
of Y.our Mind, abſtracted, po repreſented on the 
Theatre, 5 

Thus Poets are inſtructed, and inftrut; not 
alone by Precepts which perſuade, but alſo by Ex- 
amples which illuſtrate. Thus is Delight inter- 
woven with Inſtruction; when not only Virtue is 
preſcribed, but alſo repreſented. | 

But if we are delighted with the Livelineſs of 
a feigned Repreſentation of Great and Good Per- 
ſons and their Actions, how muſt we be charmed 
with beholding the Perſons themſelves ? If one or 
two excelling Qualities barely touched in the ſingle 
Action and ſmall Compaſs cf a Play, can warm 
an Audience, with a Concern and Regard even 
for the ſeeming Succeſs and Proſperity of the Actor; 
with what Zeal muſt the Hearts of all be filled 
for the continued and increaſing Happineſs of thoſe, 
who are the true and living Inſtances of —_— 
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and perſiſting Virtue? Even the Vicious them” 
| ſelves muſt have a ſecret Veneration for thoſe pe- 
culiar Craces and Endowments, which are daily ſo 
eminently conſpicuous in Your Koyal Highneſs ; 
and though repining, feel a Pleaſure, which, in ſpite 
of Envy, they per-torce approve. 

If in this Piece, humbly offered to Your Royal 
Highneſs, there ſhali appear the Reſemolance of 
any of thoſe many Excellencies which you fo pro- 
miſcuoeuſly poſſeſs, to be drawn fo as to merit Your 
leaſt Approbation, it has the End and Accompliſh- 
ment of its Deſign. And however imperfect it may 
be in the Whole, through the Inexperience or In- 
capacity of the Author, yet if there is ſo much as 
to convince Your Royal Highneſs, that a Play may 
| be with Induſtry fo diſpoſed (in ſpite of the licen- 
tious Practice of the modern Theatre) as to become 
. fometimes an Innocent, and not Unprofitable Enter- 
tainment; it will abundantly gratify the Ambition, 
and recompence the.Endeayours of, 


Your Royal Highneſ# 
moſt obedient, and 


moſt humbly devoted ſervant, 


WILLIAM CoONGREVE. 
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PROLOG U E. 


Spoken by Mr. BET TERTOVRV. 


THE Time has been when Plays wwere not ſo plenty, 


And a leſs Number now would well content je. 
New Plays did then like Almanacks appear ; 
And one was thought ſufficient for a Near: 
Though they are more like Almanacks of late : 


Fer in one Year, I think, they're out of Date. 


Nor avere they without Reaſon join d together; 

Ter juft as one prognofticates the Weather, 

How plentiful the Craps, or ſcarce the Grain, 

What Peals of Thunder, and what Showers of Rain ; 
So other can foretel, by certain Rules, 


MI bat Crops of Coxcombs, or what Floods of Foals, 


In ſuch like Prophecies were Poets ſcill d 
Which now they find in their own Tribe fulflPd : 
Tye Dearth of Vit, they did fo long preſage, 


I: fallin on us, and almaſt flarves the Stage. 


Were you not griev'd, as often as you ſaw 
Poor Actors threſs ſuch empty Sheafs of Straw ? 
Toiling and lab ring at their Lungs Expence, 

Ta flart a Feſt, or force a litthe Senſe ? 


Hard Fate fur us ! ftill harder in th* Event; 
Our Authors Sin, but aue alone Repent. 


Stil 


r n O l. o G U E: 
Still they proceed, and, at cur Charge, write cuore; 
"Tavere ſome Amends if they could reimburſe : 
But there's the Devil, the" their Cauſe is loft, 
There's no recovering Damages or Coſt. 
Good Wits, forgive this Liberty ae take, 
Since Cuſtom gives the Loſers Leave to ſpeak. 
But if, provok'd, your dreadful Wrath remains, 
Take your Revenge upon the coming & cones: 
For that damn d Poet's ſpar'd, who damns a Brother, 
A: one Thief capes that executes another, 
Thus far alone does to the Wits relate; 
But from the reſt <ve hope à better Fate. 
To pleaſe and move has been our Poct's Theme, 
Ar: may direct, but Nature is his Aim; 
And Nature miſs'd, in vain ve boaſis his Art, 
Fir on) Nature can affect the Heart. 
Then freely judge the Scenes that all enſue ; 
But as with Freedom, judge with Candtur 199. 
He xvou'd not luſe, thro Prejudice, his Cauſe ; 
Nr xb obtain precart anſly Applauſe. 
Impartial Cenſure he regueſis from all, 
Prepar'd, by juft Decrees, to flaud or fall. 


A 5 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Manuel, the King of Granada. Mr, Verbruggen. 
Gonſall x, his Favourite. Mr. Sanford. 
Carcia, Son to Gonſalex. Mr. Scudamour. 
Perez, Captain of the Guards. Mr. Freeman. 
Alonzo, an Officer, Creature to Gon/ſalez, Mr. Arnold. 
O/uyn, 2 noble Priſoner. Mr Betterton. 
Heli, a Priſoner, his Friend, Mx. Bowman, 


WOMEN. 

| Almeria, the Princeſs of Granada, Mrs. Bracegirde. 
Zara, a Captive Queen. | Mrs. Barry. 
Leonora, chief Attendant on the Princeſs. Mrs. Boawman. 


Wonen, Eunuchs, and Mutes attending Zara, Guards, &C. 
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MOURNING BRIDE, 


—_—— 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
A Rcom of State, 


The Curtain rifing ſlowly to foft Miſic, diſcovers A L 1E 
n IA in Mourning, LEONORA 2 in Morruing. 


Her the Muſic, Al u- a riſe from ber Chair, au 
comes forward. 


ALMERIA. Sits 
USIC has Charms to ſooth a ſavage Breaft, 
To ſoften Rocks, or bend a knotted Oak. 
I've read, that Things inanimate have mov'd, 
And, as with living Souls, have been inform d, 
By magic Numbers and perſuaſive Sound. 
4 am I? Am l more ſenſeleſs 
Tha Trees or Flint? O Force of conſtant Woe? 
"Tis not in Harmony to calm my Griefs. 
Anjelma ſleeps, and is at Peace; laſt Night 
The ſilent Tomb receiv'd the good old King; 
He and his Sorrows now are ſafely lodg'd 
Within its cold, but hoſpitable Boſom. 
Why am not | at Peace? | 
Leon. Dear Madam, ceaſe, 
Or moderate your Grief, there is no Cauſe— 


Am. 
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Alm. No Cauſe! Peace, Peace; there is Eternal Cauſe, 
And Miſery Eternal will ſucceed. 
Thou canſt not tell thou haſt indeed no Cauſe. 

Leon. Believe me, Madam, | lament An/e/mo, 
And always did compaſſionate his Fortune; 
Have often wept, to ſee how cruelly 
Your Father kept in Chains his Fellow King: 

And oft at Night, when all have been retir'd, 
Have ftolen from Bed, and to his Priſon crept; 
Where, while bis Gaoler ſlept, I thro' the Grate 
Have ſoftly whiſper'd, and incuir'd his Health; 
Sent in my Sighs and Pray'rs for his Deliv'rance; 
For Sighs and Pray'rs were all that I could offer. 

Alm. Indeed thou haſt a ſoft and gentle Nature, 
That thus couldſt melt to ſee a Stranger's Wrongs, 

O Leonora, hadit thou known Ae, 

How wou'd thy Heart have bled to fee his Suff "rings ! 

Thou hadit no Cauſe, but general Compaſhon. 
Len. Love of my Royal Miſtreſs gave me Cauſe, 
My Love of you begot my Grief for him; 
For I had heard, that when the Chance of War 
Had bleſs'd 4n/e/mo's Arms with Victory, 

Ani the rich Spoil of all the Field, and you, 

The Glory of the whole, were mae the Pre 

f his Succeſs ; that then, in ſpite of Hate, 
Revenge, and that Hereditary Feud 

Between Valentia's and Granada's Kings, 

He did endear himſelf to your Affection, 

By all the worthy and indulgent Ways 

His moſt induftrious Goodneſs cou'd invent ; 
Propoling, by a Match between Aplonſ⸗ 

His Son, the brave Yalentia Prince, and you, 

Jo end the long Diſſenſion, and unite 

The jarring Crowns. 

Alm. Alphonſo! O Alphonſo! 

Thou too art quiet. long haſt been at Peace— 
Both, both, — Father and Son are now ro more. 
Then why am? O when ſhall I have Reſt? 
Why col live to ſay you are no more? 
Why are all theſe Things thus ? Is it of Force? 
ts there Neceſſity I mutt be miſerable? | 
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Is it of moment to the Peace of Heav'n 

That I ſhou'd be afflicted thus? If not, 

Why is it thus contriv'd ? Why are Things laid 

By ſome unſeen Hand, fo, as of ſure Conſequence, 

They muſt to me bring Curſes, Grief of Heart, 

The laſt Diſtreſs of Life, and ſure Deſpair? 

Leon. Alas, you ſearch too far, and think too deeply, 
Aim, Why was I carry'd to 4njelmo's Court? 

Or there, why was I us'd fo tenderly ? 

Why not ill treated, like an Enemy ? 

For ſo my Father wou'd have us'd his Child. 

O Alphonſo, Alphonſe ! 

Devouring Seas have waſh'd thee from my Sight, 

No Time ſhall raze thee from my Memory; 

No, I will live to be thy Monument: 

The cruel Ocean is no more thy Tomb: | 

But in my Heart thou art interr'd; there, thaw, 

Thy dear Reſemblance is for ever fix d; 

My Love, my Lord, my Huſband ſtill, tho' loſt. 

Leon. Huſband! O Heav'ns! 
Aim. Alas! What have I ſaid ? 

My Grief has hurry'd me beyond all Thought. 

I wov'd have kept that Secret; though I know 

Thy Love and Faith to me deſerve all Confidence. 

But 'tis the Wretch's Comfort ſtill to have 

Some ſmall Reſerve of near and inward Woe, 

Some unſuſpected Hoard of darling Grief, 

Which they unſeen may wail, and weep and mourn, 

And Glutton-like alone devour. 

Leon. Indeed 

I knew not this. 

Aim. O no, thou know'ſt not half, 

Know'ſt nothing of my Sorrows—if thou didſt— 

If I ſhou'd tell thee, wouldſt thou pity me ? 

Tell me; I know thou would, thou art __ Zonate. 
Leon. Witneſs theſe Tears 
Aim. 1 thank thee Leonora, 

Indeed I do, for pitying thy fad Miſtreſs: 

For 'tis, alas. the poor Prerogative 

Of Greatneſs to be wretched, and unpitie 

But [ did promiſe I wou'd tell thee— What? 


My 
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My Miſeries? Thou doſt already know em. 
And when J told thee thou dit nothing know, 
It was becauſe thou didſt not know 44p4: 1/0 : 
For to have known my Loſs, thou m ſt have known 
His Worth, his Truth, and Tencerneis of Love 
Leon. The Memory of that brave Prince ſtands fair 
And I have heard imperfectly his Lofs; 
But fearful to renew your Troubles paſt, 
1 never did preſume to aſk the Story. 8 
Alm. If for my ſwelling Heart I can, I'Il tell thee. 
I was a welcome Captive in /alentia, 
E'en on the Day when Manuel, my Father, 
Led on his conqu'ring Troops high as the Gates 
Of King A»/e/mo's Palace; which in Rage, 
And Heat ot War, and dire Revenge, he fir'd. 
The good King flying to avoid the Flames, 
[ Started amidſt his Foes, and made Captivity 
| His fatal Refuge Wou'd that I had fall'n 
| Amidſt thoſe Flames — but twas not fo decreed. 
Alphonſo, who foreſaw my Father's Cruelty, 
Had borne the Queen and me on board a Ship 
Ready to ſail; and when this News was brought 
We put to Sea; but being betray'd by ſome 
Who knew our Flight, we cloſely were purſu'd, 
And almoſt taken; when a ſudden Storm 
Drove us, and thoſe that follow'd, on the Coaſt 
Of ric: There our Veſſel ſtruck the Shore, 
And bulging gainſt a Rock was daſh'd in Pieces; 
But Heav'n ſpar'd me for yet much more Afiction ! 
Conductiag them who follow'd us, to ſhun 
The Shore, and ſave me floating on the Waves, 
While the Queen and my Alphomſo periſh'd. 
Leon. Alas! were you then wedded to A/phon/o? 
Alm. That Day, that fatal Day, our Hands were join'd ; 
For when my Lord beheld the Ship purſuing, 
And ſaw her Rate ſo far exceeding ours; 
He came to me, and begg'd me by my Love, 
I wou'd conſent the Prieſt ſhou'd make us one; 
That whether Death or Victory enſu'd, 
I might be his, beyond the Power of Fate; 


— 
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The Queen too did aſſiſt his Suit granted! 
And in one Day was wedded and a Widow. 
| Leon, Indeed twas mournful ———— 
Alm. "T'was—as I have told thee 
For which I mourn, and will for ever mourn; 
Nor will I change theſe black and diſmal-Robes, 
Or ever dry theſe ſwoln and watry Eyes; 
Or ever taſte Content, or Peace of Heart, | 
While I have Life, and Thought of my A4/phonſo. 
Leon. Look down, good Heav'n,withPity on her Sorrows, 
And grant that Time may bring her ſome Relief. 
Hun. O no! Time gives Increaſe to my Afflictions. 
The cireling Hours, that gather all the Woes, 
Which are diffus d thro? the revolving Year, 
Come heavy laden with th' oppreſſing Weight, 
To me; with me, ſucceſſively, they leave 
The Sighs, the Tears, the Groans, the reſtleſs Cares, 
And all the Damps of Grief, that did retard their Flight; 
They ſhake their downy Wings, and ſcatter all 
The dire cellected Dews on my poor Head: 
Then fly with Joy.and Swiltneſs from me. 
Len. Hark! | 
The diſtant Shouts proclaim your Father's Triumph: 
| [Shouts at adiflance. 
O ceaſe, for Heav'n's ſake, aſſuage a little 
This Torrent of your Grief, for, much I fear, 
"Twill urge his Wrath, to ſee you drown'd in Tears, 
When Joy appears in ev'ry other Face. | 
An. And joy he brings to ev'ry other Heart, 
Bat double, double Weight of Woe to mine; 
For with him Garcia comes — Garcia, to whom 
I muſt be ſacrific'd, and all the Vows 
I gave my dear Alphonſo baſely broken. 
No, it ſhall never be; for I will die | 
Firſt, die ten thouſand Deaths —Look down, look down, 
Alphonſo, hear the ſacred Vow I make; [Knee 
One Moment, ceaſe to gaze on perfect Bliſs, 
And bend thy glorious Eyes to Earth and me ; 
And thou, Av/e/z:2, if yet thou art arriv'd 
Thro' all Impediments of purging Fire, 
Ta that bright Heav'n, where my Aiphon/o — 
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Behold thou alſo, and attend my Vow. 


If ever I do yield, or give Conſent, . 

By any Action, Word, or Thought, to wed 
Another Lord; may then juſt Heav'n ſhow'r down 
Unheard of Curſes on me, greater far 


[If ſuch there be in angry Heav'n's Vengeance) 


Than any I have yet endur'd—And now [ Rifeng. 
My Heart has ſome Relief; having ſo well 
Diicharg'd this Debt, incumbent on my Love. 
Yet, one Thing more I wou'd engage from thee. 
Lean. My Heart, my Life and Will, are only yours. 
Alm. I thank thee. Tis but this; anon, when all 
Are wrapp'd and bufied in the general Joy, 
Thou wilt withdraw, and privately with me 


Steal forth to viſit good Auel, Tomb. 


Leon. Alas! I fear ſome fatal Reſolution. 

Aim. No, on my Life, my Faith, I mean no Ill, 
I teel myſelf more light, 

And more at large, fince I have made this Vow, 


Perhaps I would repeat it there more ſolemnly. 


*Tis that, or ſome ſuch melancholy Thought, 


Upon my Word, no more. 


Leon, I will attend you, 


S C EN E III. 
| ALMERIAa, LEONoORA, ALONZO. 
Alon. The Lord Gon/alez comes to tell your Highneſs 


The King is juſt arriv'd 


An. Conduct him in. [Exit Alon. 
That's his Pretence; his Errand is, I know, N 


_ To fill my Ears with Garcia's valiant Deeds ; 


And gild and magnify his Son's Exploits. 
Bot I am arm'd with Ice around my Heart, 
Not to be warm'd with Words, or idle Eloquence. 


SCENE 


GonSAaLEz, ALMERIa, LEONORA. 


Cos. Beev'ry Day of your long Life like this. 
The Sun, bright Conqueſt, and your brighter Eyes, 
#5 Have 
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Have all conſpir'd to blaze promiſcuous Light, 
And bleſs this Day with molt unequal Luſtre. 
Your Royal Father, my victorious Lord, | 
Loaden with Spoils, and ever-living Laurel, 
Is ent'ring now, in Martial Pomp, the Palace. 
Five hundred Mules precede his ſolemn March, 
Which groan beneath the Weight of Mooriſh Wealth. 
Chariots of War, adorn'd with glit' ring Gems, 
Succeed; and next, a hundred neighing Steeds, 
White as the fleecy Rain on Alpine Hills; 
That bound and foam, and champ the golden Bit, 
As they diſdain'd the Victory they grace. x 
Priſoners of War in ſhining Fetters follow: 
And Captains of the nobleſt Blood of A4/ric 
Sweat by his Chariot-wheels, and lick and grind, 
With gnaſhing Teeth, the Duſt his Triumphs raiſe. 
The ſwarming Populace ſpread every Wall, 
And cling, as if with Claws they did enforce 25 
Their Hold, thro' clifted Stones, ſtretching and ſtaring, 
As if they were all Eyes, and every Limb 
Would feed its Faculty of Admiration, 
While you alone retire, and ſhun this Sight ; 
This Sight, which is indeed not ſeen (tho' twice 
The Multitude ſhould gaze) in abſence of your Eyes. 
Alm. My Lord, mine Eyes ungratefully behold 
The gilded Trophies of exterior Honours. 
Nor will my Ears be charm'd with ſounding Words, 
Or pompous Phraſe; the Pageantry of Souls. 
But that my Father is return'd in Safety, 
I bend to Heav'n with Thanks. 
Gonſ. Excellent Princeſs ! 
But 'tis a Taſk unfit for my weak Age 
With dying Words to offer at your Praiſe, 
Garcia, my Son, your Beauty's loweſt Slave, 
Has better done ; in proving with his Sword 5 
The Force and Influence of your matchleſs Charms. 
Alm. I doubt not of the Worth of Garcia's Deeds, 
Which had been brave, though I had ue'er been born. 
Lean. Madam, the King. 15 Haus ib. 
Aim, My Women. I wou'd meet him. | 
| [ 4ttendants to Almeria enter in Mourning, 
, SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


Symphony of wwarkke Muſic. Enter the King, attended by 
Garcia and ſeveral Officers. Files of Priſoners in Chains, 
and Guards, who are rang'd in Order round the Stage, 
Almeria. meets the King, and kneels ; afterwards Gonſalez 


fneels and kiſſes the King's Hand, wobile Garcia does the 
[ame to the Princeſs, | 


King. Almeria, riſe—My beſt Gon/alez, riſe. 
What, Tears! my good old Friend, "— — 
Gonſ. But Tears of Joy 
Believe me, Sir, to ſee you thus has fill'd 
Mine Eyes with more Delight than they can hold. 
King By Heav'n thou lov'it me, and I'm plead thou doſt; 


' Take it for Thanks, old Man, that I rejoice 
'To ſee thee weep on this Occafion—ſome 


Here are, who ſeem to mourn at our Succeſs! 
Why is't, Almeria, that you meet our Eyes, 


Upon this folemn Day, in theſe ſad Weeds? 


In oppoſition to my Brightneſs, you 

And yours are all like Daughters of Affliction. 
Alm. Forgive me, Sir, if I in this offend. 

The Year, which I have vow'd to pay to Heav'n, 

In Mourning and ſtrict Life, for my Deliv'rance 

From Wreck and eath, wants yet to be expir'd. 

| King. Your Zeal to Heav'n is great, ſo is your Debt; 

Yet ſomething too is due to me, who gave 


That Lice, which Hcav'n preſerv'd. A Day beſtow'd 


In Filial Duty, had aton'd and given 


A Diſpenſation to your Vow—No.mors. 


"Twas weak and wilftul—and a Woman's Error. 


| Yet—upon Thought, it doubly wounds my Sight, 


To ſee that ſable worn upon the Day, 

Succeeding that, in which our deadlieſt Foe, 
Hated Ar/e/mo, was interr'd—By Heav'n, 

It looks as thou didſt mourn for him: Juſt ſo 
Thy ſenſeleſs Vow appear'd to bear its Date, 

Not from that Hour where:n thou wert preſerv'd, 
Aut that wherein the curs'd Aipbenſe perith'd, 
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Ha]! What? thou doſt not weep to think of that? 

 _ Gonſ. Have Patience, Royal Sir; the Princeſs weeps 

To have offended you, If Fate dcreed, 

One pointed Hour ſhould be 4/phon/e's Loſs, 

And her Deliverance ; 1s ſhe to blame ? 

King. I tell thee the is to blame, not to have feaſted, 
When my firſt Foe was laid in Earth, ſuch Enmity, 
Such Deteſtation bears my Blood to his; 

My Daughter ſhould have revell'd at his Death, 

She ſhould have made theſe Palace Walls to ſhake, 

And all this high and ample Roof to ring . 
With her Rejoiciggs. What to mourn and. weep? | 
Then, then to weep, and pray, and grieve? by Heav'n, 
There's not a Slave, a ſhackled Slave of mine, | 
But ſhould have ſmil'd that tlour, through all his Care, 

And ſhook his Chains in Tranſport and rude Harmony. 
Cen. What ſhe has done, was in Exceſs of Goodneſs; 
Betray'd by too much Piety, to ſeem _ 5 
As if ſhe had offended. —— Sure, no more. 

King. To ſeem is to commit, at this Conjuncture. 
'T wo not have a ſeeming Sorrow ſeen 
To-day. Retire, diveſt yourſelf with ſpeed 
Of that offenſive Black; on me be all 
The Violation of your Vow ; for you 
It ſhall be your Excuſe. that I command it. | 

Gar. [ Kneeling.) Your Pardon, Sir, if 1 preſume ſo far, 
As to remind you of your gracious Promile. ” 

King. Rije, Garcia, I forgot. Yet ſtay, Almeria. 

Au. My boding Heart !—What'is your Pleaſure, Sir? 

K;ng.Draw near, and give your Hand, and, Garcia, yours! 
Receive this Lord, as one whom I have found 
Morthy to be your Huſband, and my Son 

Gar. Thus let me kneel to take - O not to take 
But to devote, and yield myſelf for ever 

The Slave and Creature of my Royal Miſtreſs. | 

Gon/. O let me proſtrate pay my worthleſs Thanks. 

_ © King. No more; my Promiſe long ſince paſs'd, thyServices, 
And Garcia's well-try*d Valour, all oblige me. | 
This Day we triumph; but to-morrow's Sun, 


:Garcia, hall ſhine to grace thy Nuptials 


Ar. 


* 
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Alm, Oh! [Fiat 
Gar, She faints! help to ſupport her. 
G She recovers, 
King. A Fit of Bridal Fear: How is't, Almeria? 
Alm, A ſudden Chilneſs ſeizes on my Spirits. 
Your Leave, Sir, to retire. 
King. Garcia, conduct her. 
[Garcia lead Almeria to the Door and returns, 
This idle Vow hangs on her Woman's Fears. | 


II have a Prieſt ſhall preach her from her Faith, 


And make it Sin, not to renounce that Vow 
Which Td have broken, Now, what would A4lonzo ? 


SCENE V. 
Kine, Gonsattz, Garcia, Alonzo, Attendants. 
Alon Your beauteous Captive, Zara, is arriv'd, 
And with a Train as if ſhe ſtill were Wife 
To Albucacim, and the Moor had conquer'd. 
King. It is our Will ſhe ſhould be ſo attended. 


Bear hence theſe Priſoners. Garcia, which is he, 


Of whoſe mute Valour you relate ſuch Wonders ? 

| | | [ Priſcners led F. 
Gar. Oſimn, who led the Moariſb Ho: ſe; but he, 

Great Sir, at her Requeſt, attends on Zara. | 
King. He is your Priſoner ; as you pleaſe diſpoſe him. 
Gar. I would oblige him, but he ſhuns my Kindneſs ; 

And with a haughty Mien, and ſtern Civility, 

Dumbly declines all Offers: If he ſpeak, 


 *Tis ſcarce above a Word; as he were born 


Alone to do, and did diſdain to talk ; 

At leaſt to talk where he muſt not command. 
King. Such Sullenneſs, and in a Man ſo brave, 

Muſt have ſome other Cauſe than his Captivity. 

Did Zara then, requeſt he might attend her ? 
Gar. My Lord, the did. 

rg. That, join'd with his Behaviour, 

Begets a Doubt Fd have em watch'd ; perhaps 

Her Chaias hang heavier on him than his own. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 


Kinc, Gonsalez, Garcia, Aro so, Zara 
and OsMYN bound, conducted by PEREZ and a 


Guard, and attended by SLI Mu and ſeveral Mates 
and Eunushs in a Train. 


KGag, What Welcome and what Honours, beauteous 


Zara, 

A King and Conqueror can give, are yours, 
A Conqueror indeed, where you are won ; 
Who with ſuch Luſtre ſtrike admiring Eyes, | 
That had our Pomp been with your Preſence grac'd, 
'Th' expecting Crowd had been deceiv'd; and ſeen 
Their Monarch enter not triumphant, but 
In pleaſing Triumph led; your Beauty's Slave. 

Zara. If I on any Terms could condeſcend 
To like Captivity, or think thoſe Honours, 
Which Conquerors in courteſy beſtow, 
Of equal Value with unborrow'd Rule, 
And Native Right, to arbitrary Sway; 
I might be pleas'd, when I behold this Train 
With uſual Homage wait. But when I feel 
Theſe Bonds, I look with loathing on my ſelf; 
And ſcorn vile Slavery, tho' doubly hid 
Beneath Mock-Praiſes, and diſſembled State, [ be free, 
Eg. Thoſe Bonds! "Twas my Command you ſhould 
How durſt you, Perez, diſobey 5 

Pere x. Great Sir, 
Your Order was, ſhe ſhould not wait your Triumph ; 
But at ſome diſtance follow, thus attended. 

King. "Tis falſe: *twas more; I bid ſhe ſhould be frees 
It — in Words, I bid it by my Eyes. 
Her Eyes did more than bid Frce her and hers 
With Speed - yet ſtay— my Hands alone can make 
Fit Reſtitution here — Thus I releaſc you, 
And by releaſing you, enſlave myſelf 

Zara. Such Favours, ſo conferr d, tho' when unſought, 
Deſerve Acknowledgment from noble Minds. 
Such Thanks, as one hating to be oblig d—— 


vet 


8 
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Vet hating more Ingratitude, can pay, 
I offer. 8 af ax 4 
King. Born to excel, and to command !. 
As by tranſcendent Beauty to attract 
All Eyes, ſo by Pre-eminence of Soul 
To rule all Hearts. 
Garcia, what's he, who with contracted Brow, 
[ Beholding Oſmyn as they unbind him. 
And ſullen Port, glooms downwards with his Eyes; 
At once regardleſs of his Chains, or Liberty ? 
Ger, That Sir, is he, of whom I ſpoke; that's O/mys. 
King. He anſwers well the Character you gave him. 
Whence comes it, valiant Oſuyn, that a Man | 
So great in Arms, as thou art ſaid to be, 
So hardly can endure Captivity, 
The common Chance of War? 
O/m. Becauſe Captivity 
Has robb'd me of a dear and juſt Revenge: 
King. I underſtand not that. : 
O/nm. I would not have you. 
Zara. That Gallant Moor in Battle loſt a Friend, 
Whom more than Life he lov'd ; and the Regret, 
Of not revenging on his Foes that Loſs, 
Has caus'd this Melancholy and Deſpair. 
Ling. She does excuſe him; tis as I ſuſpected. [7e Gonſ. 
Gonſ. That Friend may be herſelf; ſeem not to heed. 
His arrogant Reply She locks concern'd. 
| King. Vil have Inquiry made; perhaps his Friend 
Yet lives, and is a Priſoner. His Name? 
Zara. Heli. 1 
King. Garcia, that Search fhall be your Care: 
It ſhall be mine to pay Devotion here; 
At this fair Shrine to lay my Laurels down, 
And raiſe Love's Altar on the Spoils of War. 
Conqueſt and Triumph, now, are mine, no more ; 
Nor will 1 Victory in Camps adore: 
For, lingering there, in long Suſpence ſhe ſtands, 
Shifting the Prize in unreſolving Hands : 
Unus'd to wait, I broke through her Delay, 
Fix'd her by Force, and ſnatch'd the doubtful Day. 


Now 
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Now, late I find that War is bat her Sport; : 
In Love the Goddeſs keeps her awful Court: 
Fickle in Fields, unfteadily ſhe flies, 


But rules with ſettled Sway in Zara 's Eyes. 5 


** 


Acr I. SCENE I. 
Repreſenting the Iſle of a Temple. 


GAR as Heu1, PIA 2. 


Garcia. 
"THIS Way we're told, O/myn was ſeen to walk; 
Choofing this lonely Manſion of the Dead, 
To mourn, brave Heli, thy miſtaken Fate. 
Heli. Let Heav'n with Thunder to the Center ſtrike me, 
If to ariſe in very Deed from Death, | 
And to revifit with my long clos'd Eyes 
This living Light, cou'd to my Soul or Senſe, 
Afford a Thought, or ſhew a Glimpſc of Joy, 
In leaſt Proportion to the vaſt Delight 
I feel, to hear of O/;n's Name; to hear 
That Onyx lives, and I again ſhall ſee him. 
Gar Pe heard, with Admiration, of your Friendfhip, 
Per. Yonder, my Lord, behold the noble Moor. 
Heli. Where? Where? 
Gar. I faw him not nor any like him 
Per. I ſaw him when I ſpoke, thwarting my View, 
And ftriding with diſtemper'd Haſte ; his Eyes 
Seem'd Flame, and flaſh'd upon me with a Glance ! 
Then forward ſhot their Fues, which he purſu d, 
As to ſome Object frightful yet not fear d. 
Sar. Let's haſte to follow him, and know the Cauſe. 
Heli. My Lord, let me intreat you to forbear: 
Leave mc alone to find and cure the Cauſe, 
I know his Melancholy, and ſuch Starts 
Are uſual to his Temper. It might raiſe him 


To 
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To act ſome Violence upon himſelf, 

So to be caught in an unguarded Hour, 

And when his Soul gives all her Paſſions way, 
Secure and looſe in friendly Solitude. 

I know his noble Heart would burſt with Shame, 
To be ſurpriz'd by Strangers in its Frailty. 


Gar, Go, generous Heli, and relieve your F nend. 
Far be it from me, officiouſly to pry 


* preſs upon the Privacies of others. 


8 C E N "Tf © 
Garcia, PER EZ. 


Gar. Peres, the King expects from our Return 
To have his Jealouſy confirm'd, or clear'd, 
Of that appearing Love which Zara bears 


To O/myz ; but ſome other Opportunity 
Mult make that plain. 


Per. To me "was long fince plain, | 
And ev'ry Look from him and her confirms it. 

Gar. If fo, Unhappineſs attends their Love, 
And I cou'd pity em. I hear ſome coming. 
The Friends, perhaps, are met; let us avoid em. 


„„ I. - 
Alux iA, LEONOR A. 


Alm. It was a fancy'd Noiſe, for all is huſl'd. 
Leen. It bore the Accent of a human Voice. 
Alm. It was thy Fear, or elſe ſome tranſient Wind 

W hill'ing th:o' Hollows of this vaulted Iſle. 

We'll liiten | 

Leon, Hark! 

Alm. No, all is huſh'd, and ſtill as Death—'tis dreadful ! 
How reverend is the Face of this tall Pile, 
Whoſe ancient Pillars rear their Marble Heads, 
To bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous Roof, 

By its own Weight made ſtedfaſt and immoveable, 
Looking Tranquility. It ſtrikes an awe 

And Terror on my aking Sight; the Tombs 
And Monumental Caves of Death look cald, 


And 
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And thoot a Chilneſs to my trembling Heart. 
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy Voice; 
N1y, quickly ſpeak to me, and let me hear 
'Thy Voice my own affrights me with its Fchoes. 
Len. Let us return; the Horror of this Place, 
_ gy aps will increaſe your Melancholy. 
. 1: may my Fears, but cannot add to that. 
Ne. 4 will on; ſhew me Anſelmos Tomb, | 
Lead me o'er Bones and Sculls and mould- ring Earth 
Of human Bodies; for I'll mix with them, 
Or wind me in the Shroud of ſome pale Corſe 
Yet green in Earth, rather than be the Bride 
Of Garcia's more deteſted Bed: That Thought 
Exerts my Spirit; and my preſent Fears 
Are loſt in Dread of greater Ill. Then ſhew me, 
Lead me, for I am bolder grown: Lead on 
Where 1 may kneel, and pay my Vows again 
To him, to Heav'n, and my Alphonſo's Sul. 
Lean. I go; but Heav'n * tell with what Regret, 


SCENE. N. 
Tie SCENE ofenins diſcovers a Place of Tombs : One 
Maument fronting the View greater than the refl, 
| . 
I wander thro' this Maze of Monuments, 
Yet cannot find him Hark! ſure *tis the Voice 
of one complaining There it ſounds—I'Il follow it. 


SCENE. V. 

Alus Kl, LEONORA. 
Leon. Behold the ſacred Vault, within whoſe Womb 
The poer Remains of good Ar/e/mo reſt, 
Yet freſh and unconſum'd by lime or Worms. 
What do I ſee? O Heav'n! either my Eyes 
Are falſe, or ſtill the maible door remains 
Unclo-'d ; the iron Grates, that lead to death 
Beneath, are ſlill wide ſtreich'd upon their Hinge, 
And ſtaring on us with unſolded Leaves. 

Alm Sure "tis the friendly Yawn of Death for me; 
And that dugib Mouth, ffgoitcant in Show, ; 
B Iavites 
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Invites me to the Bed, where I alone 

Shall reſt ; ſhews me the Grave, where Nature weary, 
Aad long oppreſs'd with Woes arid bending Cares, 
May lay the Burden down, and fink in ſlumbers 
Of Peace eternal. Death, grim Death, will fold 
Me in his leaden arms, and preſs me cloſe 

To his cold clayie breaſt: My Father then 

Will ceaſe his tyranny ; and Garcia too 

Will fly my pale Deformity with loathing. 

My ſoul, enlarg'd from its vile Bonds, will mount, 
And range the ſtarry Orbs, and milky Ways, 

Of that reſulgent World, where I ſhall ſwim 

In liquid Light, and float on Seas of Bliſs 

To my Alphonſo's Soul. O Joy too great! 

O Exitaſy of thought! Help me, Anſelmo: 

Help me, 4!phonſo; take me, reach thy Hand; 
To thee, to thee | call, to ws Alp. onſa 5 

O * 4 


SCENE VI. 


ALMERIA, LEeonora, OsMyN aſceendirg from 
the Tomb, 


' O/m, Who calls that wretched Thing that was 
Alphonſo ? 
Alm. Angels, and all the Hoſt of Heav' n ſupport me! 
Om. Whence is that Voice, whoſe Shrilncts, from 
the Grave, 
And growing to his Father's Shroud, roots up 
Alphonſe ? 
Alm, Mercy! Providence! O ſ-eak, 
Speak to it quickly, quickly; ſpeak to me, 
Comfort me, help me, hold me, hide me, hide me, 
Leonora, in thy Boſom, from che Light, 
And from my Eyes. 
O/m. Amazement and illuſion! 
Rivet and nail me where I fland, ye Pow'rs, 


| [C:ming forwcarg, 
That motionleſs I may be ſtill deceiv'd. | 
Let me not ſtir, nor breathe, left I diſſolve 
That tender, lovely Form of painted Air, 
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So like Almeria. Ha! it ſinks, it falls; 

711 catch it ere it goes, and graſp her Shade. 
Tis Life! "tis warm! "tis ſhe, 'tis ſhe herſelf ! 
Nor dead, nor Shade, bur n and alive! 
It is Almeria, tis, it is my wife! 


| SCENE VII. 
Akwitkts, Lronona, Os vx, HE TI I. 


Leon. Alas, ſhe ſtirs not yet, nor lifts he: Eyes; 
He too 1s fainting Help me, help me, Stranger, 
Who-e'er thou art, and lend thy Hand to raiſe 
Theſe bodies. 

Heli. Ha! 'tis he! and with Iv 
O Miracle of Happineſs! O Joy 
Unhop'd for! does lmeria live ! 

O/m. Where is the ? | | 
Let me behold and touch her, and be fore | 
Tis the; ſhew me her Face, and let me feel 
Her Lips with mine — ' Tis ſhe, I'm not deceiv' d; 
I taſte her Breath, I warm'd her and am warm'd. 
Look up, Maria, bleſs me with thy Eyes; 
Look on thy Love, thy Lover, and thy Huſband. ſme? 


Ain. Pve ſworn Til not wed Garcia: why d'ye torce 
Is this a Father? 


O/m. Look on thy , Honſo. 
Thy Father is not here, my Lore, nor Carcta: 
Nor am I what I ſcem, but thy 4/phonhe. 
Wilt thou not know mc? Haſt thou then forgot me: 
Haſt thou thy Eyes, yet can'ſt not fee Ahne ? 
Am ! fo alter'd, or art thou fo chang'd, 
That ſeeing my Difgui!, fo, thou :c2ft not me? 
Al, It 18, it is Al! * 55; "ts hi. ace, 
His Voice, I kn * im nove. know him all. 
O take me to thy Arme, and bear m2 hence, 
Buck to the Botton of the boowlch Deep, 
To Scas bencath, where 902 1 long l haſt dwelt. 
Oh! how kit thou curd How haſt thou charm'd 
The Wiiln:l. of the Wave: asd Rocks to this? 
That thus relenting they have giv'n thes bac. 


8 2 To 
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To Earth, to Light and Life, to Love and me. 
Qn. O Nl not afk, nor anſwer how, or why 
We both have backward trod the Paths of Fate, 
To meet again in Life; to know I have thee, 

Is knowing more than any Circumſtance 
Or Means by which I have thee 
Jo fold thee thus, to preſs thy balmy Lips 
And gaze upon thy eyes, is ſo much Joy, 
I uare not leiſure to reflect, or know, 
Or trifle Time in thinking. 
Alm. Stay a while 
Le: me look on thee, yet a little 1 more. 
O/m. What wouldſt thou? thou doſt put me from thes. 
Aim, Yes. {thou gaze ſo ? 
Oſin. And why? What doſt thou mean? Why doſt 
An. I know not; tis to ſee thy face, I think 

It is too much! too much to bear and live! 

To fee him thus again is ſuch profuſion 
Of Joy, of Bliſs I cannot bear—— I muſt 
Be mad cannot be tranſported thus. 

O/m. Thou excellence, thou joy, thou Heav'n of Love! 
Alm. Where haſt thou been? and how arc thou alive: 
He is, all this? All- pow'rſul Heav'n, what are we! 
O my ſtrain'd Heart let me again behold thee, 
For I weep to ſee thee Art thou not palcr ? 
Much, much ; how thou art chang d! 
O/m. Not in my Love. 
Aim. No, no, thy Griels, I know, have done this to thee, 
Tkou haft wept much, Aſplenßs; and, I fear, 
Teo much, too tenderly lamented me. 
Of, Wrong not my Love, to ſay too tenderly, 
No more, my Life; talk notof Tears or Grict ; 
AﬀiiRion is no more, now thou art found. 
Vky doft thou weep, and hold thee from my Arms, 
My Arms which ake to fold thee faſt, and grow 
To thee with twining? Come, come to my Heart, 
__ tim. I will, for I ſhould never look enough. 
ney would have mutrz'd me; but I hd {worn 
N Heav'n and thee, and ſooner would have dy'd— 
O/m, Perfection of all F aith tulneſs and Lore! 
Alm 129209 1 wou'de-Neoy, I wou'd tell thee all, 


If 
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If I could ſpeak; how I have mourn'd and pray d: 
Fer I have pray ' d to thee, as to a Saint: 
And thou haſt heard my Pray'r ; for thou art come 
To my Diſtreſs, to my Deſpair, which Heav'n 
Could only, by reſtoring thee, have cur'd. [Days, 
O/m. Grant me but Life, good Heav'n, but length of 
To pay ſome Part, ſome little of this Debt, 
This countleſs Sum of Tenderneſs and Love, 
For which I ſtand engag'd to this all Excellence: 
Then bear me in a Whirlwind to my Fate, | 
Snatch me from Life, and cut me ſhort unwarn'd: 
Then, then *twill be enough [ ſhall be old, 
I hall have liv'd beyond all Zra's then 
Of yet unmeaſur'd Time; when I have made 
This exquiſite, this moſt amazing Goodneſs, 
Soine Recompence of Love and matchleſs Truth. 
Ain. "Tis more than Recompence to ſee thy Face: 
Tf Heav' n is greater ſoy it is no Happineis, 
For 'tis not to be borne—W hat ſhall I ſay? 
J have a thouſand Things to know and aſa, 
And ſpeak That thou art here beyond all hope, 
All Thought; that all at once thou art before me, 
And with ſuch Suddenneſs haſt kit my Sight, 
Is ſuch Surpriſe, ſuch Myſtery, ſuch Ecltaly ! 
It hurries all my Soul, and ſtuns my Senſe, 
Sure from thy Father's Tomb thou didſt arifc ? 
O/m I did; and thou, my Love, did call me; thou, 
Aim. True; but how c:m'it thou there? Wert thou alouc? 
O/n. T was, and lying on my Father's Lead, 
When broken Echoes of a diſtant Voice 
Diſturb'd the ſacred Silence of the Vault, 
In Murmurs round my Heal. I roſe and liſten'd, 
And thought I heard thy Spirit call Aten; 
I thought I ſaw thee too; but O, I thought not 
That J indeed ſhould be fo bleſt to (ce thee— 
An. But ſtill, how cam ſt thou thither ? How thus ? —LHal 
What's he, who, like thyſelf, is ſtarted here 
Ere ſeen? 
O/m. Where? ha! What do I ſee? Antonio ! 
I'm fortunate indeed my Friend too, ſafe! 
He!j, Moſt happily, in finding you thus-ble(s'd, 
| B 3 | 
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Aim, More Miracles! Antonio too eſcap'd ! 
_ Ojn. And twice eſcap'd, both from the Rage of Seas 
And War: tor in the Fight I ſaw him fall. 

Heli. But fell unhurt, a Pris'ner as yourſelf, 

And as vourſelf made free; hither I came 

Impatiently to ſeck you, where I knew 

Your Grief would lead you to lament Anſelmo. 

O/::. There are no Wonders, or elſe all is Wonder. 
Heli. ] ſaw you on the Ground, and rais'd you up: 
When win Aſtoniſhment I ſaw — 
On I ſaw her too, and therefore ſaw not thee. 
Aim. Nor I; nor could I, for my Eyes were yours. 
On. What means the Bounty of All-gracious Heav'n, 

That perſevering ſtill, with open Hand, 

It ſcatters Gond, as in a Waſte of Mercy ! 

Where will this end ? but Heav'n is infinite 

In all, and can continue to beſtow, 

When ſcanty Number ſhall be ſpent in telling. 

Leon. Or I'm deceiv'd, or I beheld the Glimpſe 

Of two ia ſhining Habits croſs the Iſle ; 3 

Who, by their pointing, ſcem to mark this Place. 

Alm. Sure I have dreamt, if we mult part ſo ſoon. 
O/m. I wiſh atleaſt, our parting were a Dream, 

Or we could fleep till we again were met. 

Heli. Zara wirh Selim, Sir; I ſaw and know *cm: 
You muſt be quick, for Love will lend her Wings. 
Alm. What Love? Who is ſhe? Why are you alarm'd ? 

O/n. She's the Reverſe of thee ; ſhe's my Unhappineſs. 

Harbour no Thought that may diſturb thy Peace; 

But gently take thy ſelf away, left ſh2 

Should ccmme, and fee the firaining of my Eyes 

To follow thee, I'll think how we may meet 

To part no more; my Friend will tell thee all; 

How I eſcap'd, bow I am here, and thus; 

How I'm not call'd Apbonſo now, but Qian; 

And he Heli. All, all he will unfoid, 

Ere next we meet 
Alm. Sure we Mall meet again 
O/m. We ſnall; we part not but to meet again. 

Gladneſs and Warmth of crer-kindling Love 

Dwell with thee, and revire thy Heart in Abſence. 

$SCENE. 
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SCENE VIII. 
Os ux Nx alone. 


Yet I behold-her—yet—and now no more. 
Turn your Lights inward, Eyes, and view my Thought, 
So ſhall you ſtill behold her "twill not be. 

O Impotence of Sight! Mechanic Senſe, 
Which to exterior Objects ow'ſt thy Faculty, 
Not ſeeing of Election, but Neceſſity. 

Thus do our Eyes, as de all common Mirrors, 
Succeſſively reflect ſdeceeding Images: 

Not what they would, but muſt; a Star, or Toad: 
Juſt as the Hand of Chance adminiſters. 

Not fo the Mind, whoſe undetermin d View 
Revolves, and to the Preſent adds the Paſt ; 
ſſaying further to Futurity ; 

But that in vain, I have Aneria here 

At once, as I before have ſeen her often 


SCENE M. 
ZARA, SELIM, Os urn. 


Zara. See where he ſtands, folded and fd to Earth, 
Stiff ning in Thought, a Statue among Statues. 
Why, cruel O/zyz, doſt thou fly me thus? 
Is it well done ? Is this then the Return 
For Fame, for Honour, and for Empire loſt ? 
But what is Loſs of Honour, Fame and Empire ? 
Is this the Recompence referv'd for Love? 
Why doſt thou leave my Eyes, and fly my Arms, 
To find this Place of Horror and Obſcurity ? 
Am I more lothſome to thee than the Grave, 
That thou doſt ſeek to ſhicld tnce there, and ſhun 
My Love? But to the Grave Tl follow thee 
He looks not, minds not, hears not; barb'rous 3 
Am I neglected thus? Am I deſpis'd ? 
Not = ungrateful O/myn. 

 O/m. Ha, tis Zara! © 

Zara. Yes, Traitor; Zara, loſt, abanden'd Zaral. 


B 4 Is 
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Is a regardleſs Suppliant, now, to O/myr. 

The Slave, the Wretch that ſhe redeem'd from Death, 

Diſdains to liſten now; cr look on Zara. 

C/m, Far be the Guilt of ſuch Reproaches flom me; 
Loſt in myſelf, and blinded by my Thoughts, 

I jaw you not till now. 

Zara. Now then you ſee me 
But with ſuch dumb and thankleſs Eyes you * 

Better I was unſeen, than ſeen thus coldiy. [mourn, 
On. What would you from a Wretch who came to 
And only for his Sorrows choſe this Solitude? 15 

Leok round; Joy is not here, nor Chearfulneſs, 

You have purſu d Mis fortune to its Dwelling, 

Yet look for Gaiety and Gladneis there. 

Cara. Inhuman ! Why, why dull thou rack me thus? 
And with Perverſeneſs, from the Purpoſe, anſwer ? 
What is't to me, this Houſe of Miſery ? 

What Joy do require? If thou doit mourn, 

come to mourn with thee; to ſhare thy Gric!s, 

And give thee, for em, in exchange, my Love. 

On. O that's the greateſt Grieft——I am ſo poor, 
I have not wherewithal to give again, 

| Zara, Thou haſt a Heart, tho tis a ſavage one; 
Gire it me as it is; I aſk no more 
For all Pye done, and all J have an: 

Fer ſaving thce, when I beheld thee firit, 

Driv'n by the Tide upon my Country's Coaſt, 

Pale and expiring, drench'd in briny Waves, 

7 hou and thy Friend, 'till my Compaſſion found thee ; 

Compaſſion ! ſcarce will't own that Name, fo ſoon, 

So quickly was it Love; ſor thou wert Godlike 

E'en then. Kneeling on Earth, I loos'd my Hair, 

And with it dry'd thoſe wai'ry Cheeks, then chaf d 

Thy Temples, till reviving Blood aroſe, 

And, like the Morn, vermilion'd o'er thy Face. 

© Heav'n! how did my Heart rejuice and ake, 

When I beheld the Day-break of thy Eyes, 

And felt the Balm of thy reſpiring Lips! 

O/a. O call not to my Mind what you have done; 

It ſets a Debt of that Account before me, 

Which ſhews me poor and Bankrupt even » 

Lg 
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Zara. The faithful Selim, and my Women know 
The Dangers which [ tempted to conceal you. 
You know how I abus'd the cred'lous King; 
What Arts I us'd to make you paſs on him, 
When he receiv'd you as the Prince of Fez; 
And as my Kinſman, honour'd and advanc'd you, 
O, why do relate what I have done? 
What did I not? Was't not for you this War 


_ Commenc'd ? Not knowing who you were, nor why 


You hated Manuel, I urg'd my Huſband 
To this invaſion; where he late was loft, 


Where all is loſt, and I am made a Slave. 


L. ook on me now, from Empire fall'n to Slavery; 

Think on my Suff rings firſt, then look on me; 

Think on the Cauſe of all, then view thyſelf: 

Reflect on Oſmyn, and then look on Zara, 

The fali'n, the loſt, and now the Captive Zara, 

And now abandon'd, ——fay, what then is O/»;y" ? 
O/m. A fatal Wretch —& huge ſtupendous Ruin, 


That tumbling on its Prop, cruth'd all bencath, 
And bore contiguous Palaces to Earth, 
Zara, Vet thus, thus fall'n, thus levell'd with the vileſt, 


Tf Þ have gain'd thy Love, tis glorious Ruin; 
Ruin! 'tis fill to reign, and to be more 


A Queen; for what are Riches, Empire, Pow'r, 


But larger Means to gratify the Wil! ? 


The Steps on which we tread, to rife, and reach 


Our With, and that obtain'd, down with the Scalolding 
Of Scepters, Crowns, and Throncs; they have terv'd 
their End, 
And are, like Lumber, to be left and ſcorn'd. 
On. Why was I made the laſtrument, to throw 
In Bonds the Frame of ths exalted Mind? 
Jara. We may be free; the Conqueror is mine; 
In Chains unſeen I hold him by the Heart, 
And can unwiad or ſtrain him as I pleaſe. 
Give me thy Love, I'll give thee Liberty. 
hin. In vain you offer, and in vain require 


What neither can beſtow. Set free yourſelf, 


And leave a Slave the Wretch that would be fo. 
Zara, Theu canſt not mean ſo poetly as thou talk'it. 
; B - 672 
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On. Alas, you know me not. 

Zara. Not who thou art: 
But what this laſt Ingratitude declares, 
This groveling Baſeneſs—T hou ſay'ſt true, I know 
Thee not, far what thou art yet wants a Name: 
By ſomething fo unworthy and fo vile, 
That to have lov'd thee makes me yet more loft, 
Than all the Malice of my other Fate. | 
Traitor, Monſter, cold and F Slave; 
A Slave not daring to be free! nor dares 
To love above him, for 'tis dangerous : 


Tis that, I know; for thou doſt look, with hw 


Sparkling De ſire, and trembling to poſſeſs. 
T krow my Charms have reach'd thy very Soul, 


And chrill'd thee through with darting Fires; but thou 


Doſt fear ſo much, thou dar'ſt not wiſh The King! 

There, there's the dreadful Sound, the King' s thy Rival? 
Se]. Madam, the King is here, and ent'ring now. 
Zara. As I could wiſh; by Heav'n I'll be reveng 'd. 


SCENE X. 


ZARA, O3myYN, SEILIu, the Kixco, PiREZ, 
and Attendants. 


King. Why does the faireſt of her kind withdraw 

Her ſhining from the Day, to gild this Scene 

Of Deaih and Night? Ha! what Diſorder's this? 

Somewhat I E. ard of King and Rival mention'd. 

What's he that dares be Rival to the King? 

Or lift his Eyes to like where I adore ? [Slave. 
Zara. There, he; your Priſoner, and that was my 
King. How ? better than my Hopes! Does ſhe accuſe 

him? [All. 
Zara. Am I become fo low by my Captivity, 


| And do your Arms ſo leſſen What they conquer, 


That Zara muſt be made the Sport of Slaves? 


And ſhall the Wretch, whom yeſter Sun beheld 
Waiting my Nod, the Creature of my Pow'r, 


Freſume to day to plead audacious Love, 
And build bold hopes on my dejected Fate? 
King. Better for him to tempt the Rage of Heav'n. 
And 
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And wrench the Bolt red-hifſing from the Hand 
Of him that thunders, than but think that Inſolence. 
_ 'Tis daring for a God. Hence to the Wheel 
With that Lion, who aſpires to hold 
Divinity embrac'd, to Whips and Priſons 
Drag him with Speed, and rid me of his Face. 
4 [Guards ſeize Oſmyn; 
F Zara. Compaſſion led me to bemoan his State, 
Whoſe former Faith had merited much more: 
And through my Hopes in you, I undertook 
He ſhould be ſet at large; thence ſprung his Infolence, 
And what was Charity, he conſtru'd Love. 
King. Enough ; his Puniſhment be what you pleaſe. 
But tet me lead you from this Place of Sorrow, 
To one where young Delights attend; and Joys, 
Yet new, unborn, and blooming in the Bud, 
Which wait to be full-blown at your Approach, 
And ſpread, like Roſes, to the Morning Sun: 
Where ev'ry Hour ſhall roll in circling Joys, 
And Love ſhall wing the tedious-waſting Day: 
Life without Love is Load; and Time ſtands ſtill: 
What we refuſe to him, to Death we give; 
And then, then only, when we love, we live. [Exeunt. 


ACT WM. SCENE L 
4 PRISON. 


| t | Os uv alone with a Paper. 


UT now, and I was clos'd within the Tomb 
That holds my Father's Aſhes; and but now, 
Where he was Pris'ner I am too impriſon d. 

Sure 'tis the Hand of Heav'n that leads me thus, 
And for ſome Purpoſe points out theſe Remembrances. 
In a dark Corner of my Cell I found | 
This Paper, what it is this Light will ſhew, 


If my Alphonſo live, reſtore him, Heaw'n ; 
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If my Alphonſo Ha! Reading: 


Give me more Weight, cruſh my declining Years 


With Bolts, with Chains, Impriſonment and Want ;: 


But bleſs my Son, wiſit not him for me. 
It is his Hand; this was his Pray'r——yet more: 


| Lit ev Hair, which Sorrow by the Rects [Reading, 


Tears from my hcary and devoted Head, 


Be doubled in thy Mercies to my Son 


Net for myſelf, but bim, hear me, All gracicus —— 


Tis wanting what ſhou'd follow Heaw'z ſhou'd follow 
But tis torn off Why ſhou'd that Word alone 
Be torn from his Petition? Twas to Heav'n, 
But Heav'n was deaf, Heav*n heard him not; but thus, 


» 


Thus as the Name of Heav'n from this is torn, 


So did it tear the Ears of Mercy from 
His voice, ſhutting the Gates of Pray'r againſt him. 
If Piety be thus debarr'd Acceſs | 


On high, and of gocd Men the very beſt 
. Is fingled out to bleed, and bear the Scourge, 


What is Reward ? or what is Puniſhment ? 


Bat who ſhall dare to tax eternal juſlice! 


Yet I may think 


I may, I muſt ; for Thought 


| Precedes the Will to think, and Error lives 


Ere Reaſon can be born. Reaſon, the Power 

To gueſs at Right and Wrong, the twinkling Lamp 

Of wand'ring Life, that winks and wakes by Furns, 

Fooling the Follower, betwixt Shade and Shining, 

What Noiſe! Who's there? my Friend! How can';* 
thou hither ? 


S CC AMIE 1 
| Os urn, HEZ T1. 
Heli. The Time's too preeious to be ſpent in telling. 
The Captath, influenc'd by A/meria's Power, 
Gave order to the Guards for my Admittance. 
O/z How does 4/meria ? But J know the is 
As Jam. Tell me, may I hope to ſee her? 
3 Heli 
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li. You may: anon, at Midnight when he King 
Is gone to reſt, and Garcia is retir'd, 

(Who takes the Privilege to viſit late, 
Preſuming on a Bridegroom s right) ſhe'll come. 

O/n. She'll come: tis what I wiſh, yet what I fear. 
She'll come; but whither, and to whom? O 1 
To a vile Priſon, and a captive Wreteh; 

To one, whom had the never known, the had 

Been happy : Why, why was that heav'nly Creature 
Abandon'd o'er to love what Heav'n forſakes ? 

Why does ſhe follow, with unwearied Steps, 

One, who has tir'd Misfortune with purſuing ? 

One, driven about the World like blaſted Leaves 

And Chaff, the Sport of adverſe Winds; till late, 

At lergth impriſon'd in ſome Cleft of Rock, 

Os Earth it reits, and rots to ſilent Duſt. 7 

Heli. Have Hopes, and hear the Voice of better Fate; 
Pre learn'd there are Diſorders ripe for Mutiny 
Among the Troops, who thought to ſhare the Plunder, 
Waich Manuel to his own Ule and Avarice 
Converts, This News has reach'd Yalentia's Frontiers; 
Where many of your Subjects, long oppreſs'd 
With Tyranny and prievous Impolitions, 

Are riſen in Arms, and call for Chiefs to head 
And lead them to regain their Rights and Liberty. 

Qſin. By Heav'n thou'aft rous'd me from my Lethargy, 
The Spirit which was deaf to my own Wrongs, 

And the loud Cries of my dead Father's blood; 

Deaf to Revenge — nay, which refus'd to hear 

The piercing Sighs and Murmurs of my Love 

Yet unenjoy'd ; what not Almeria could 

Revive, or raiſe, my People's Voice has waken'd. 

O my Antonio, I am all on Fire, 

My Soul is up in Arms, ready to charge | 

And bear amidit the Foe with conqu'ring Troops. 

I hear em call to lead em on to Liberty, 

To Victory; their Shouts and Clamours rend 

My Ears, and reach the Heav'ns ! where is the King? 
Where is Iphone? ha! where; where indeed? 

O I could tear and burit the Strings of Life, 

To break cheſe Chains, Off, off, * * of Royalty; 


off, 
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Off, Slavery. O Curſe! that I alone 


Can beat and flutter in my Cage, when I 


— TT Inna, 


Would ſoar and ſtoop at Victory beneath. 
Heli. Our Poſture of Affairs and ſcanty Time, 


My. Lord, require you ſhould compoſe yourſelf, 


And think on what we may reduce to Practice. 
Zara, the Cauſe of your Reſtraiat, may be 
The Means of Liberty reſtor'd. That gain'd, 
Occaſion will not fail to point out Ways 
For your Eſcape. Mean time, I've thought already 
With Speed and Safety to convey myſelf 
Where not far off ſome Malecontents hold Council 
Nightly, who hate this Tyrant ; ſome, who love 
Anſelmo*'s Memory, and will, for certain, 
When they ſhall know you live, aſſiſt your Cauſe. 
O/m. My Friend and Counſellor, as thou think'f fit, 
So do. 1 will with Patience wait my Fortune. 
Heli, When Zara comes, abate of your Averſion. 
On. I hate her not, nor can diſſemble Love: 
But as I may, Tl do. I have a Paper 
Which I would ſhew thee, Friend, but that the Sight 
Would hold thee here, and clog thy Expedition. 


Within I found it, by my Father's Hand 


*Twas writ; a Pray'r for me, wherein appears 
Paternal Love prevailing o'er his Sorrows ; 
Such Sanctity, ſuch Tenderneſs ſo mix'd 


With Grief, as wou'd draw i cars from Inhumanity. 


Heli, The Care of Providence ſure left it there, 
To arm your Mind with Hope. Such Piety 
Was never heard in vaia: Heav'n has in Store 

For you, thoſe Bleſſings it with-held from him. 
In that Aſſurance live; which Time, I hope, 


And our next Meeting will confirm. 


O/m. Farewell, 


My Friend; the Good thou doſt deſerve, attend thee. 


SCENE III. 
Os urn alone. 


I've been to blame, and queſtion'd with Impiety 
The Care of Heavn. Not ſo my Father bore * 
| "EM 
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More anxious Grief. This ſhould have better taught mer 
This Leſſon, in ſome Hour of Inſpira | 

By him ſet down; when his pure Trans ghts were borne, 
Like Fumes of ſacred Ss of o'er — Clouds, 

And wafted thence, on Angels Wings, thro Ways 

Of Light, to the bright Source of all. For there 
He in the Book of Preſcience ſaw this Day; 

And waking to the World, and mortal — 

Left this Example of his Reſignation. 

This his laſt Legacy to me; which, here, 

Fl treaſure as more worth than Diadems, 

Or Fan extended Rule of Regal Pow'r. 


SCENE Iv. 


Os vun, Zara weil'd. | 
O/m, I Brightneſs breaks upon me thus thro' 
hades, 

And promiſes a Day to this dark Dwelling ? 
Is it my Love? — 

Zara. O that thy Heart had taught [Lifting her Viel. 
Thy Tongue that ſaying ! 

O/m. Zara! I am 4 AE by my Suprize. 

Zara. What, does my Face diſpleaſe thee ? 
That having ſeen it thou doſt turn thy Eyes 
Away, as from Deformity and Horror? 
If ſo this ſable Curtain ſhall again 
Be drawn, and I will ſtand before thee ſeeing, 
And unſeen. Is it my Love? aſk again 
That Queſtion, ſpeak again in that foft Voice, 
And look again with Wiſhes in thy Eyes. 
O no, thou canſt not, for thou ſceſt me now, 
As ſhe whoſe ſavage Breaſt hath been the Cauſe 
Of theſe thy Wrongs; as ſhe whoſe barb'rous Rage 
Has loaded thee wich Chains and galling Irons; 
Well doſt thou {corn me, and upbraid my Falſeneſa; 
Could one who lov'd, thus torture whom ſhe lov'd? 
No, no, it muſt be Hatred, dire Revenge, 
And Deteſtation, that co.ld ule thee thus. 
So doſt thou think; then do but tell me fa; 
Tell me, and thou ſhalt ſee how Þil revenge 3 
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Thee on this falſe one, how I'll lab and tear 
This Heart of Flint till it ſhall bleed; and thou 
Shalt weep for mine, forgetting thy own Miſeries. 

O/m. You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to believe 
I bear my Fortunes with ſo low a Mind, 

As ſtill to meditate Revenge on all 

Whom Chance, or Fate working by ſecret Cauſes, 
Has made per- force ſubſervient to that End 
The Heav'nly Pow'is allot me; no, not you, 
But Deſtiny and inauſpicious Scars 

Have caſt me down to this low Being: Or 
Granting you had, from you I have deſerv'd it. 

Zara. Canit thou forgive me then? wilt thou believe 
So kindly of my Fault, to call it Madneſs ? | 
O, give that Madneſs yet a milder Name, 

And call it Paſſion; then, be {till more kind, 
And call that Paſſion Love. 
O/in. Give it a Name, 

Or Bcing as you pleaſe, ſuch I will think it. neſs, 
Zara Oh thou doſt wound me more with this thy Good- 
Than eber thou couldſt with bittereſt Reproaches ; 

Thy Anger could not pierce thus to my Heart. 

O/m. Yet I could with 

Zara. Haſte me to know it : what ? 

Om. That at this Time I had not been this Thing. 

Zara. What Thing ? 

O/m. This Slave. 

Zara O-Heav'n! my Fears interpret 
This thy Silence; ſomewhat of high Concern, 

Long faih;oning within thy labouring Mind, 
And now juſt ripe for Birth, my Rage has rain'd, 
Have I done this? Tell me, am I fo curs'd ? 

Ou. Time may have ſtill one fated Hour to cone, 
Which, wing'd with Liberty, might overtake 
Occaſion fait, 

Zara Swift as Occaſion, I 
Myſelf will fly ; and earlier than the Morn 
Wake thee to Freedom. Now tis late; and yet 
Some News few Minutes paſt arriv'd, which ſeem d 
To ſhake the Temper of the King —Who knows 
What racking Cares diſeaſe a Monarch's Bed? 


Or 
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Or Love, that late at Night ſtill lights his Lamp, 
And ſtrikes his Rays thro” Duſk, and folded Lids, 
Forbidding Reft, may ſtretch his Eyes awake, 
And force their Balis abroad at this dead Hour, 
III try. 

O/m. T have not merited this Grace; 
Nor, ſhou'd my ſecret Purpoſe take Effect, 
Can I repay, as you require, ſuch Benefits. 

Zara. Thou canſt not owe me more, nor have I more 
To give, than I've already loſt. But now, 
So does the Form of our Engagements reſt, 
Thou haſt the Wrong till I redeem thee hence; 


That done, I leave thy Juſtice to return 
My Love. Adieu. 


SCENE V. 


Os ur alan. 

This Woman has a Soul 
Of Godlike Mould, intrepid and commanding, 
And challenges, in ſpite of me, my beſt 
Eſteem; to this ſhe's fair, few more can boat 
Of Perſonal Charms, or with leſs Vanity 
Might hope to captivate the Hearts of Kings, 
But ſhe has Paſſions which outſtrip the Wind, 
And tear her Virtues up, as Tempeſts root 
The Sea. I fear, when ſhe ſhall know the Truth, 
Some ſwift and dire Event of her blind Rage 
Wi.l make all fatal But behold ſhe comes 
For whom | fear, to ſhield me from my Fears, 
The Cauſe and Comfort of my boding Heart. 


SCENE VI. 
ALMERIA, one. 
055 My Life, my Health, my Liberty, my All! 
How ſhall I welcome thee to this ſad Place ? 
How ſpeak to thee the Words of Joy and Tranſport ? 
How run into thy Arms with-held by Fetters ; | 
Or take thee into mine, While I'm thus manacled 
And pinion'd like a Thief or Murderer.? 


Shall 


n 
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Shall I not hurt or bruiſe thy tender Body, 
And ftain thy Boſom with the Ruſt of theſe 
Rude Irons? Muſt I meet thee thus, 4/reria ? 
Alm. Thus, thus; we paited, thus to meet again, 


Thou toldſt me thou wwouldft tuink how we might meet 


To part no more —Now we will part no more; 
For theſe thy ( hains, or Death, ſhall join us ever. 
O/m, Hard Means to ratify that Word !— O Cruelty 


That ever I ſhould think beholding thee 


A Torture! — yet, ſuch is the bleeding anguiſh 
Of my Heart, to ſee thy Sufferings O Heav'n 
That I could al moſt turn my Eyes away, 


Or wiſh thee from my Sight, 


Aim. O! ſay not ſo; 


Tho? tis becauſe thou lov'ſt me. Do not ſay, 


On any Terms, that thou doit wiſh me from thee, 
No, no, 'tis better thus, that we together 

Feed on each other's Heart, devour our Woes 

With mutual Appetite; and mingling in 

One Cup the common Stream of both our Eyes, 
Drink bitter Draughts, with never-ſlaking Thirſt, 
Thus better, than for any Cauſe to part. 

What doſt thou tſtink? Look not ſo tenderly 

Upon me —ſpeak, and take me in thy Arma 
Thou canſt not! thy poor Arms are beund, and ſtrive 
In vain with the remorſeleſs Chains which gnaw | 
And eat into thy Fleſh, feſt ring thy Limbs. 


With rankling Ruſt. 


O/n. Oh! O 
Alm Give me that Sigh. | 


Why doſt thou heave, and ſtifle in thy Grief ? 


Thy Heart wil! burſt, thy Eyes look red and ſtart; 

Give thy Soul away, and tell me thy dark Thought. 

/n. For this World's Rule, I would not wound thy 
Breaſt | 


With ſuch a Dagger as then ſtuck my Heart. 


Alm. Why ? why? To know it cannot wound me more, 
Than knowing thou haſt felt it. Tell it me, 
— Thou giveſt me Pain with too much Tenderneſs! 
On. And thy exceflive Love diiradts my Senſe ! 
© wouldſt thou be leſs killing, ſoft, or kind, 1 
. 


The Mounninc BRAID E. 43 
Grief could not double thus his Darts againſt me. 

Alm. Thou doſt me Wrong, and Grief too robs my 
If there he ſhoot not every other Shaft; 1 
Thy ſecond ſelf ſhou'd feel each other Wound,, 
And Woe ſhould be in equal Portions dealt. 

F am thy Wife — 

O/m. O thou haſt ſearch'd too deep: 

There, there I bleed; there pull the cruel Cords, 
That ſtrain my cracking Nerves; Engines and Wheels; 
That piece-meal grind, are Beds of Down and Balm 
To that Soul-racking Thought, 5 

Alm. Then F am curs'd | 
Indeed, if that be fo; if Pm thy Terment, 
Kill me, then Kill me, daſh me with thy Chains, 
Tread on me: What, am I the Boſom-Snake, 
That ſucks thy warm Life-Blood, and gnaws thy Heart? 

O that thy Words had. Force to break thoſe Bonds, 

As they have Strength to tear this Heart in ſunder; 
So ſhould'ſt thou be at large from all Op preſſion. 
Am I, am I of all thy Woes the worſt? | 

O/m. My All of Bliſs, my everlaſting Life, 
Soul of my Soul, and End of all my Wiſhes, 
Why doſt thou thus unman me with thy Words? 
And melt me down to mingle with the Weepings ? 
Why doſt thou aſk ? Why doſt thou talk thus piercingly ? 
Thy Sorrows have diſturb'd thy Peace of Mind, 
And thou doſt ſpeak of Miſeries impoſſible. 

Alm. Didſt thou not ſay, that Racks and Wheels were 

Balm | 

And Beds of Eaſe, to thinking me thy Wife? 

On. No, no; nor ſhou'd the ſubtleſt Pains that Hell, 
Or Hell. born Malice can invent, exort 
A wiſh or Thought from me to have thee other. 

But thou wilt know what harrows up my Heart: 

Thou art my Wife nay, thou art yet my Bride! 

The ſacred Union of connubial Love 

Yet unaccompliſt'd; his myſterious Rites 

Delay'd ; nor has our Hymeneal Torch 

Yet lighted up his laſt moſt grateful Sacrifice ; 

But daſh'd with Rain from Eyes, and ſwal'd with Sighs, 

Burns dim, and glimmers with expiring Light. R 
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Is this dark Cell a Temple for that God? 

Or this vile Earth an Altar for ſuch Offerings ? 27 
This Den for Slaves, this Dungeon damp'd with Woes ;. 
Is this cur Marriage Bed? are theſe our Joys ? 

Is this to call thee mine? O hold my Heart! 

To call thee mine? Yes; thus, even thus to call 

Thee mine, were Comfort, Joy, extremeſt Ecſtaſy. 

But O thou art not mine, not een in Miſery ; 

And 'tis deny'd to me to be ſo bleſs d, 

As to be wretched with thee. 

Am No; not that 
Th' extremeſt Malice of our Fate can hinder: 

That ill is leſt us, and on that we'll feed, 
As on the Leavings of Calamity. | | 
There we will feaſt, and ſmile on paſt Diſtreſs, 
And hug, in ſcorn of it, our mutual Ruin. 

Oymn O thou doſt talk, my Love, as one reſolv'd 
Becauſe not knowing Danger. Bat lock forward; 
Think of To morrow, when thou ſhalt be torn 
From theſe weak ſtruggling, unextended Arms: 
Think how my Heart will heave, and Eyes will ſtrain, 
To graſp and reach what is deny'd my Hands: 

Think how the Blood will ſtart, and Tears will guſt 
Jo follow thee, my ſeparating Soul. 

Think how I am, when thou ſhalt wed with Garcia! 
Then will I ſmear theſe Walls with Blood, disfigure 
And daſh my Face, and rive my clotted Hur, 
Break on this flinty Floor my throbbing Breaſt, 
And grovel with gaſh'd Hands to ſcratch a Grave, 
Dtripping my Nails to tear this Pavement up, 

And bary me alive. 

Alm. Heart-breaking Horror ! 

0. Then Garcia ſhall lie panting en thy Boſcm, 
Luxurious, revelling amidſt thy Charms; 
And thou per-force muſt yield, and aid his Tranſport. 
Hell! Hell! have I not Cauſe to rage and rave? 
What are all Racks, and Wheels and Whips to this? 
Are they not ſoothing Softneſs, ſinking Eaſe, 
And wafting Air to this? O my Almeria! 
What do the Damn'd endure, but to deſpair, 
But knowing Heav'n, to know it loſt for. ever ? * 
hw 
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Alm. O, I am ſtruck; thy Words are Bolts of Ice, 
Which mot into my Breaſt now melt and chill me. 
T chatter, ſhake, and faint with thrilling Fears. 

No, hold me not O, let us not ſupport, 

But fink each other, deeper yet, down, down, 

Where levelPd low, no more we'll lift our Eyes, 

But prone, and dumb, rot the firm Face of Earth 
With Rivers of inceſſant ſcalding Rain. 


SCENE VI. 
LARA, PerEzZ, Sz Liu, Os uv n, ALMERIA, 


Zara Somewhat of Weight to me requires his Freedom, 


Dare you diſpute the King's CHER 6 Behold 
The Royal Signet. 


Per. I obey ; yet beg 

| Your Majeſty one Moment to defer 

Your ent'ring, till the Princeſs is return'd 

From viſiting the noble Priſoner. 

Zara. Ha! 

What fayſt thou? 

Ojm. We are loſt! undone! diſcov:r'd! 

Retire, my Life, with ſpeed Alas, we're ſeen: 
Speak of Compaſſion, let her hear you ſpeak 

Of interceding for me with the King; 


Say ſomething quickly to conceal our Loves, 
If poſſible 


Am 1 cannot ſpeak. 
O/m. Let me 
Conduct you forth, and not perceiving her, 
But till ſhe's gone; then bleſs me thus again. 
Zara. Trembling and weeping as he lads her forth! 
Confuſion in his Face, and Grief in hers! | 
"Tis plain I've been abus'd— Death and Deſtruction! 
How ſla!l J ſearch into this Myſlery ? 
Ihe blueſt Blaſt of peſtilential Air 
Strike, dawp, deaden her Charms, and kill his Eyes ; 
Perdition catch em both, and Ruin part 'em. 


O fa. 
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O/m. This Charity to one unknown, and thus 


[4lond to Almeria as ſhe goes our. 
Diſtreſs'd, Heaven will repay ; all Thanks are poor. 


SCENE VIII. 
ZARA, SELLIM, Os MIA. 


Zara. Damn'd, damn'd Diſſembler! Vet J will be calm, 

Choke in my Rage, and know the utmoſt Depth 

Of this DeceiverVou ſeem much ſurpriz d. 

|  Ojm. At your Return ſo ſoon and unexpected! 

Zara, And ſo unwiſl'd, unwanted too it ſeems, 

Confuſion! Yet I will contain myſelf. 

You're grown a Fav'rite ſince laſt we parted; 

Perhaps I'm ſaucy and intruding 
O/an. —— Madam! 

Zara. I did not know the Princeſs Favourite; 

Your Pardon, Sir —miſtake me not; you think 

| Pm angry; you're decei d. I came to ſet 

You free: But ſhall return much better pleas'd, 

To find you have an Intereſt ſuperior. 

O/m. You do not come to mock my Miſeries? 

Zara. I do. 

O/m. I could at this Time foare your Mirth. 

Zara. I know thou couldſt; but l'm not often pleas'd, 

And will indulge it now, W hat Miſeries! 

Who would not be thus happily confin'd, 

To be the Care of weeping Majcſty ? 

To have contending Queens, at dead of Night, 

Forſake their Down, to wake with watery Eyes, 

And watch like Tapers o'er your Hours of Reſt. 

O Curſe! I cannot hold. 
Om. Come, tis too much, 
Zara. Villain! 

O/m. How, Madam! 
Zara Thou ſhalt die. 
O/m. I thank you. [live. 


Zara. Thou ly'ſt, for now I * for whom thouꝰ dſt 


O/z. Then you may know for whom I'd die. 
Zara, Hell! Hell! 


Yet 


1) 
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Vet Vil be calm 


Dark and unknown Betrayer! 


But now the Dawn begins, and the flow Hand 


Of Fate is ſtretch'd to draw the Veil, and leave 


Thee bare, the naked Mark of public View. 


 O/m. You may be ſtill deceiv'd, 'tis in my Pow'r. 
Zara. Who waits there? As you will anſwer it, look 
this Slave [To the Guard. 


Attempt no means to make himſelf away. 


I've been decerv'd. The public Safety now 
Requires he ſhou'd be mo e confin'd, and none, 
No, not the Princeſs, ſuffer'd or to ſee, 


Or ſpeak with him: ll quit you to the King. 


Vile and Ingrate ! too late thou ſhalt repent 
The baſe Injuitice thou hait done my Love; 


Ves, thou thalt know, ſpite of thy paſt Diftreſs, 


Heav'n has no Rage like Love to Hatred turn'd, 


And all thoſe Ills which thau ſo long haſt mourn'd; ) 
Nor Hell a Fury like a Woman ſcorn d. [Exeunt. g 


ACT Iv. SCENE I 
A Room of State. 
ZARA, SELIM. 


. 


1 OU haſt already rack'd me with thy Stay; 
Therefore require me not to aſk thee twice: 
Reply at once to all, What is concluded ? 

_ Sel. Your Accuſation highly has inc2ns'd 

The King, and were alone enough to ur 

The Fate of O/nyn; but to that, freſh News 

Has fince arriv'd, of more revolted Troops. 

"Tis certain Hel; too is fied, and with him 
(Which breeds Amazemen: and D iſtr action) ſome 


Who bore high Offices of Weight and Truſt, 
Both in the State and Army, This confirms 


The 
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The King in full Belief of all you told him 
Concerning O/myn, and his Correſpondence 
With them who firſt began the Mutiny, 
Wherefore a Warrant for his Death is ſign'd; 
And order given for public Execution. | 
Zara. Ha! haſte thee ! fly, prevent his Fate and mine; 
Find out the King, tell him I have of Weight 
More than his Crown t'impart ere O/myz die. 
cel. It needs not, for the King will ſtraight be here, 
And as to your Revenge, not his own Int'reft, 
Pretend to ſacrifice the Life of O/uyn. 
Zara, What ſhall I ſay ? Invent, contrive, adviſe 
| Somewhat to blind the King, and fave his Life 
In whom I live. Spite of my Rage and Pride, 
I am a Woman, and a Lover ſtill. . 
O! 'tis more Grief but to ſuppoſe his Death, 
Than ſtill to meet the Rigour of his Scorn. 
From my Deſpair my Anger had its Source ; 
When he is dead J mult deſpair for ever. 
For ever ! that's Deſpair it was Diftruſt 
Before; Diſtruſt will ever be in Love, 
And Anger in Diſtruſt; both ſhort-liv'd Pains, 
But in Deſpair, and ever-during Death, 
No Term, no Bound, but infinite of Woe. 
O Torment, but to think ! what then to bear ? 
Nat to be borne Deviſe the Means to ſhun it, 
Quick ; or, by Heav'n, this Dagger drinks thy Blood. 
Gel. My Life is yours, nor with I to preſerve it, 
But to ſerve you. I have already thought. 
Zara. Forgive my Rage; I know thy Love and Truth. 
But ſay, what's to be done? or when, or how, 
Shall I prevent or ſtop th' approaching Danger? 
Sel. You muſt ſtill ſeem molt reſolute and ſix'd 
On Oſmu's Death; too quick a Change of Mercy 
Might breed Suſpicion of the Cauſe. Advile 
That Execution may be done in private. 
Zara. On what Pretence ? | 
Sel. Your own Requeſl's enough. 
However, for a Colour, tell him, you 
Have Cauſe to fear his Guards may be corrupted, 
And ſome of them bevght off to Ons Intereſt, * 
10. 
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Who, at the Place of Execution, will 
Attempt to force his way for an Eſcape; 
The State of things will countenance all Suſpicions. 
Then offer to the King to have him ſtrangled 
In ſecret by your Mutes; and get an Order, 
That none but Mutes may have admittance to him. 
can no more, the King is here. Obtain 
This Grant: and I'll acquaint you with tae reſt, 


SCENE IL 


Kins, GON SALE Zz, Perez, ZARA, SErt, 
Ning. Bear to the Dungeon thoſe rebellious Slaves. 
Th' ignoble Curs, that yelp to fill the Cry, 
And ſpend their Mouths in barking Tyranny. 
But for their Leaders, Sancho and Ramirer, 
Let *'cm be led away to preſent Death. 
Perez, 12 it perform'd. 
__ Couf. Might I preſume, 
Their Execution better were deferr'd, 
Lill Oſinyu die. Mean time we may learn more 
Of this C. mipiracy. 
Ning. hen be it fo. 
Stay, Soldier ; they ſhall! ſuffer with the Afar. 
Are none r2turn'd of thoſe that follow'd Heli? 
Gonf.. None, Sir. Some Papers have been fince Ul. 
cover'd | 
In Roderiga's Houſe, who fled with him, 
Waich ſeem to intimate, as if A:/phor/o 
ere ſtill alive, and arming in FValentia: 
Which wears indeed this Colour of a Truth, 
They who are fled have that way bent their Courſe. 
Of the ſame Ida re divers Notes have been 
Diſpers'd Camule .':e People; whereupon 
Some, ready of Be, have rais'd this Rumour : 
That being ſav'd upon the Coaſt of 4fric, 
He there diiclos'd himſelf to Albacacim, 
— by a icc et Compact made with him, 
. and urg'd the way to this Invaſion; 
While he himſelf, returning to ”alentia 
In private, undertook to raiſe this Tumult. 


; Zara, 
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Jara. Ha! hear'ſt thou that? Is Oſuyn then Alpbonſeꝰ 
O Heav'n ! a thouſand things occur at once 
To my Remembrance now, that make it plain. 
O certain Death for him, as ſure Deſpair 
For me, if it be known If not, what Hope 
Have I ? Yet 'twere the loweſt Baſeneſs now, 
To yield him up—No, I will {till conceal him, 
And try the Force of yet more Obligations. 
Co Tis not impoſſible. Yet it may be 
That ſome Impoſtor has uſurp'd bis Name. 
Your beauteous Captive Zara can inform, 
1t ſuch a one, ſo ſcaping, was receiv'd, 
At any time, in Albucacim's Court. | 
King. Pardon, fair Excellence, this long Neglect: 
An unforeſeen, unwelcome Hour of Buſineſs, 
Has thruſt between us and our While of Love; 
But wearing now apace with ebbing Sand, 
Will quickly waſte and give again the Day. 
Zara. You're too ſecure : 'The Danger is more im- 
minent 
Than your high Courage ſuffers you to ſee; 
While O/yn lives, you are not ſafe. 
King. His Doom 
Is vaſg'd; if you revoke it not, he dies. 
Zara. Tis well. By what I heard upon your Entrance, 
I find I can unfold what yet concerns 
You more. One who did call himſelf Alphonso 
Was caſt upon my Coaſt, as is reported, 
And oft had private Conference with the King 
To what Effect I knew not then: But he, 
| Alphonſo, ſecretly departed, juſt 
About the time our Arms embark'd for Spain. 
What I know more is that a triple League 
Of ſtricteſt Friendſhip, was profeſt between 
Aiphonſo, Heli, and the Traitor O/mpn. 
King. Public Report 1s ratify'd in this, 
Zara. And Oſmyn's Death requird of ſtrong Ne- 
ceſſity. 
King. Give order ſtrait, chat all the Pris'ners die. 
Zara, Forbear a Moment; ſomewhat more I have 
Warthy 
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Worthy your private Ear, and this your Miniſter. 
King. Let all, except Gon/alcz, leave the Room. 


SCENE UI. 


Kinc, GoxsalEz, ZARA, SEL1 V. 
Zara. I am your Captive, and you've us'd me nobly; 
And in return of that, tho' otherwiſe 
Your Enemy, I have diſcover'd O/nyn 
His private Practice and Conſpiracy 
Againſt your State: And fully to diſcharge 
Myſelf of what I've undertaken, now 
I think it fit to tell you, that your Guards! 
Are tainted ; ſome among em have reſolv'd 
To reſcue O/myn at the Place of Death. 

King. Is Treaſon then ſo near us as our Guards! 
Zara. Moſt certain; tho' my Knowlege is not yet 
So ripe, to point at the particular Men, 

King. What's to be done ? 

Zara. That too I will adviſe, 

I have remaining in my Train ſome Mutes, 

A Preſent once from the Sultana Queen, 

In the Grand Signior's Court. Theſe from their Infancy 
Are practis'd in the Trade of Death; and ſhall 

(As there the Cuſtom is) in private ſtrangle 

O/myn, | 

Gonſ. My Lord, the Queen adviſes well. 

King. What off ring, or what Recompence remains 
In me, that can be worthy ſo great Services? 

To caſt bencath your Feet the Crown you've ſav'd, 
Tho' on the Head that wears it, were too little. 

Zara. Of that hereafter; but, mean time, tts fit 
You give ſtrict Charge, that none may be admitted 
To fee the Pris'ner, but ſuch Mutes as I 
Shall ſend. EG 


Ling. Who waits there! 


C 2 SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


KI xa, GO NAL EZ, Zara, S ELI, PEREz. 
Ing. On vour Life take heed, 
That only Zara's Mutes, or juch who bring 
Her Warrant, have Admittance to the Moor. 
Zara. They, and no other, not the Princeſs” ſelf. 
Per. Your Majeſty ſtiall be obey'd, | 
K:ng. Retire, 


SCENE-Y. 


KING, Gos ALTE z, ZARA, SEL1u. 
 Gon/ That Interdiction fo particular, 
Pronoync'd with Vehemence againſt the Princeſs, 
Shou'd have more Meaning than appears barefac'd. 
'The King 1s blinded by his Love, and heeds 
I: not———Your Majeſty furs might have ipar'd 
That laſt Reſtraint ; you hardly can ſuſpect 
The Princeſs is Confed'rate with the Maar. 
Zara. I've heard her Charity did once extend 
So far, to viſit him, at his Requeſt. 
Gon/. Ha! | 
King How! She viſit 05:72! What, my Daughter? 
Se/. Madam, take heed ; or you have ruin d all. 
Zara. And after did ſolicit you on his 
Beh lt. | | 
King. Never. You have been miſinform'd. 
Zara. Indeed? Then 'twas a Whiſper ſpread by ſome, 
Whiowiſh'd it ſo; a common Art in Courts. 
I will retire and inſtantly prepare 
Inſtruction for my Miniſters of Death. 


SCENE VI. 


KING, Go N$SALEZ. 

Gonſ. Ther's ſomewhat yet of My ſtery in this ; 
Her Words and Actions are obſcure and double, 
Sometimes concur, and ſometimes diſagree ; 
Ike it not. 


K 1g. 
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King. What doſt thou think, Gen“ en? 
Are we not much indebted to this Fair One ? 
Ge/ I am a little low of Credit, Sir, 
In the Sincerity of Womens Actions. 
Methinks this Lady's Hatred to the Meor 
Diſquiets her too much; which makes it ſeem 
As it ſhe'd rather that ſhe did not hate him. 
I wiſh her Mutes are meant to be employ'd — 
As ſhe pretends — I doubt it now — Your Guards 10 
Corrupted ! how? by whom? who told her ſo? : 
I'th' Evening O/z:yn was to die; at Midnight 
She begg'd the Royal Signet to releaſe him; 
Pth* Morning he muſt die again; ere Noon 1 
Her Mutes alone muſt ſtrangle him, or he'll. 
Eſcape. This put together ſuits not well. 
King. Yet, that there's Truth in what ſhe has — 
Is manifeſt from every Circumſtance. 
This Tumult, and the Lords who fled wich Heli, 
Are Confirmation —— that Alphonſo lives, 
Agrees expreſly too with her Report. 
Gon/. I grant it, Sir; and doubt not, but in Rage 
Of Jealouſy, ſhe has diſcove: d what 
She now repents. It may be I'm deceir'd. 
But why that needleſs Caution of the Priaceſs ? 
What if ſhe had ſeen O/myn ? tho "twere ſtrange, 
But if ſie had, what was't to her? unleis 
She fear'd her ſtronger Charms migkt cauſe the 112205 
Affection to revolt. 
eng. I thank thee, Friend. 
There's Reaſon in thy Doubt, and I am warn'd. 
Eut think'ſt thou that my Daughter ſaw this Door ? 
Gn. If O/myn be, as Zara has related, 
Apbonſo's Friend; 'tis not impoſſible, | 
But ſhe might wiſh on his Account to ſee him. al 
King. Say it thou? By Heav'n, thou halt rous'd 2 | 
 _ Thovghy, 
The like a ſudden Earthquake ſhakes my Frame; 
Confuſion! then my Daughrer's an Accomplice, 
And plots in private with this helliſh 27:5», 
Gox/, That were too hard a Though: 
comes 


but ice, the 


C4 'Twere 


54 The MouRwninG Brine. 


"Frere not 2miſ: to queſtion her a little, 
And try howe'er, if I've divia'd aright. 

It what I fear be true, ſhe'll be concern'd 
For O/7zx's Death, as he's Alphonſe's Friend. 
Uige that, to try if ſhe'll ſolicit for him. 


SCENE VII 
| Kine, GonsaLrez, ALMERIA, LEOWOR A, 


King. Your coming has prevented me, Aimcria; 
J had determined to have ſent fer you. : 
Let your Attendant be diſmiſe' d; 1 have 
| | | | Leonora retires, 
To talk with you. Come near, why doit thou ſhake ? 
What nean thoſe ſwoll'n and red-fieck'd Eyes that lock 
As they had wept in Blood, and worn the Night 
In waking Anguiſh ? Why this on the Day 
Which was defign'd to celebrate thy Nuptials : 
But that the Beams of Light are to be ftain'd 
With reeking Gore, from Traitors on the Rack? 
Wherefore I have deferr'd the Mairiage-rites, 
Nor ſhall the guilty Horrors of this Day 
Prophane that Jubilee, 
Alm. All Days to me De 
Henceforth are equal: tkis the Day of Death, 
To-morrow, and the rext; and each that follows, 
Will undiſtinguiſh'd roll, and but prolong 
One hated Line of more extended Woe. 
King. Whence is thy Grief? Give me to know the 
Cauſe ? 
And look thcu anſwer me with truth; for know 
J am not unacquainted with thy Falſhood. 
Why art thou mute? baſe and degen'rate Maid ! 
G Dear Madam, ſpeak, or you'll incenſe the King. 
Aim, What is't to ſpeak ? or wherefore ſhould I ſpeak ? 
What mean theſe Fears but Grief unu:terable ? | 
King. They are the dumb Confeſſions of thy guilty 
Mind; 5 | 
They mean thy Guilt: and ſay thou wert Confed'rate 
Wich damn'd Confpirators to take my Life. 
O impious Parricide ! now canſt thou ſpeak ? gy 
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In. O Earth, behold, I kneel upon thy Boſom, 
And bend my flowing Eyes to ſlream upon 
Thy Face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield; 
Open thy Bowels of Compaſſion, take 
Into thy Womb the laſt and moſt forlorn 
Of all thy Race. Hear me, thou commmon Parent; 
[ have no Parent elſe - be thou a Mother, 
And ſtep between me and the Curſe of him, 
Who was—who was, but is no moie a Father, 
But brands my Innocence with horrid Crimes; 
And for the tender Names of Child and Daughter, 
Now calls me Murderer and Parricide, | 
Kirg. Riſe, I command thee—and if thou woulcit 
Acquit thyſelf of thoſe deteſted Names, 
Swear thou hait never ſecn that foreign Dog, 
Now doom'd to die, that moit accuried Chimps. | 
Aim. Never, but as with Innocence I might, 
And free of all bad Purpoſes. 80 Heav'n's 
My Witneſs. - 
King, Vile equivocating Wretch ! 
With Webs 7 O Patience! hear ſhe owns it! 
Confeſſes it! by Heav'n, I'll have him rack'd, 
Torn, mangled, flay'd, impal'd—all Pains and Tortures 
That Wit of Man and dire Revenge can think, 
Shall he, accumulated, under-bear. 
Aim. Oh, I am loft, «their Fate begins to wound. | 
King. Hear me, then; if thou canſt reply; know, 
Traitreſs, | 
T m not to lean that curs'd Alphonſe lives ; 
Nor am I ignorant what O/nys is 
Aim. Then all is ended, and we both muſt die, 
Since thou'rt reveal'd, alone thou ſhalt not die. 
And yet alone would I have dy'd, Hea:'n knows, 
Repeated Deaths, rather than have reveal'd thee. 
Yes, all my Father's wounding Wrath, tho each 
Reproach cuts deeper than the "keeneſt Sword, 
And clcaves my Heart; Iwou'd have borne it all, 
Nay, all the Pains that are prepar'd for thee ; 
To the remorſeleſs Rack I wou'd have givin 
This weak and tender Fleſh to have been bruis'd 
And torn, rather than have reveal'd thy Being. 
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King. Hell, Hell! do I hear this, and yet endure ! 
What, dar'ſt thou to my Face avow thy Guilt ? 

Hence, ere I curſe—{ly my juſt Rage with ſpeed ; 
Leſt I forget us both, and {purn thee from me. 

Aim. And yet a Father! think I am your Child! 
Turn not your Eyes away—look on me kneeling ; 

Now curſe if you can, now ſpurn me off. 

Did ever Father curſe his kaceling Child ? 

Never: for always Bleſſings crown that Poſture. 
Nature inclines, and half. way meets that Duty, 
Stooping to raiſe from Earth the Filial Reverence 
For bended Knees returning folding Arms, 
With Pray'rs, and Blefiings, and paternal Love. 
O hear me then, thus crawling on the Earth = 

Kg. Be chou advis'd, and let me go, while yet 
The light Impreſion, thou haſt made, remains 

Alm. No, never will I riſe, nor loofe this Hold, 

Till you are mov'd, and grant that he may live. 
| King. Ha! who may live? take heed, no more of that; 
For on my Soul he dies, tho? thou and I, 
And all ſhou'd follow to partake his Doom. 
Away, off, let me go— Call her Attendants. 

Te 5 [Leonora and Women return. 

An. Drag me, harrow the Earth with my bare Boſom, 
IU not go 'till you have ſpar'd my Huſband. 

King. Ha! what ſayeſt thou? Huſband! Huſband ! 

Damnation! 
What Huſoard | which? who? 

Am, He, he is my Hutband. 

King. Poiſon and Daggers! who? 

Aim O 

Gonſ. Help, ſupport her. 

Aim, Let me go, let me fall, fink deep——T'!! dig, 
II dig a Grave, and tear up Death; I will; 95 
I'll ſcrape till I collect his rotten Bones, 

And cloath their Nakedneſs with my own Fleſn; 

Yes, I will trip off Life, and we will change: 

I will be Death; then tho' you kill my Huſhand 

He ſhall be mine, ſtill, and for ever mine 
King. What Huſband? who, whom dot thou mean? 
Gonj, She raves ! 


[ F. a int i » 


Aim. 
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Alm O thatT did. Ou, he is my Liuſband. 

King. Ojmyn ! 

Alm. Not '0; urn, but Alpen is my dear 
And w-dded Huſband -Heav'n, ard Air, and Scas, 
Ye Winds and Waves, I call ye al to witneſs. 

King. Wilder than Winds or Waves thyſelf doſt rave, 
Shou'd I hear n ore, I too ſnhou'd catch thy Madeſc. 
Yet ſomeu hat ſhe muſt mean of dire Import, 

Which I'll not hear, 'till I ain mere ar Peace. 
Watch her returning Senic, and bring me word: 
And look that ſhe attempt noc on her Lite, 


SCENE vil. 
ALMERIA, GON SAL E 2, Lrox oa, 
Aitendants, 
Alm, O ſtay, yet ſtay ; near me, I am not mad. 


I wou'd to Heav'n I were He's gone. 
 Gon/. Have Comfort. 


Aim, Curs'd be that Tongue that bids me be cf 


Comfort ; 
Curs'd my own Tongue, that could nct move his Pity; 
Curs'd theſe weak Hands, that could nat hold hin; here; 
For he is gone to doom H4{thon/o's Death, 

Ger/. M our too exceſſive Grief works on your Fancy, 
And deludes your Senſe. Aphonfe, if living, 

I- far from hence, beyond your Father's Pour, 

Au. Hence, thou deteſted, ill tim'd Flatterer ; 
Source oi my Woes : Thou and thy Race be cursed; 
But doubly thou, who couldit alone have Policy 
And Fraud, to find the fatal Secret out, 

And know that O/zmyz was Alp hon. 

Gonſ Ha 

aim Why doſt thou ſtart? what doſt thou ſee or bear! 
Is it the dolcful Bell, tolling for Death? 

Or dying Groans from my 4iphen/3's Breaſt ? 

See, ſee, look yonder! where a grizzled, pale. 
And ghaſtly Head glares by, all ſnear'd with Blood, 
Gaip10g as it would ſpeak ; and after, fee; 

Behoid a damp, dead Hand has dropp'd a Dagger: 
LII catch it. Hark! a Voice cries Murder! an!! 
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My Father's Voice! hollow it ſounds, and calls 
Me from the Tomb—Pl follow it; for there 


I ſhall again behe my dear Alpbonſo. 


SCENE IX 
Gon$Salerz ale. 


She's greatly griev'd ; nor am I leſs ſurpriz'd. 
O/myn Alphanſo no; ſhe over- rates 
My Poliey: I ne er ſuſpected it: 
Nor now had known it, but from her Midake. 
Her Hufband too! Ha! Where is Garcia then ? 
And where the Crown that fhou'd deſccnd on him, 
To grace the Line of my Pollerity ? 
Hold, let me think, if I ſhould tell the King 
Things come to this Extremity ; bis Dauęhter 
V'edded already ——what if he ſhould yield ? ? 
Knowing no Remedy for what is paſt ; 


And urg'd by Nature pleading for his Child, 


Wich waich he ſcems to be already ſhaken. 
And tho' I know he hates beyond the Grave 


Anſelmo's Race; yet if—that If conciudes me. 


To doubt, when J may be affur'd, is Folly. 

But how prevent the vpn Queen, who means 
To ſet him free? Ay, 'tis plain; O well 
Invented Tale! He was Alphonſo s Friend. 


This ſubtle Woman will amuſe the King, 


'twill do or better 0. 


If Idelay 


One to wy Wiſh. A.unze, thou art welcome. 


COCERNE-©. 
GorxsaLlEz, ALI oN ze. 


Alon. The King expects your Lordſhip. 
Gonf. Tis no Matter. 


Tm not i'the way at preſent, good Alonzo. 


Alon. If 't pleaſe your Lordſhip, Pit return, and fay 
I have not ſeen you. 

Gon. Do, my beſt Alenxo. 
Yet ſtay, I would———but go; anon will 100 — 
Yet I have that requires thy ſpeedy * i 
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I think thou wou'dſt not ſtop to do me Service. 
Alon. I am your Creature. 
Gonſ. Say thou art my Friend. 
I've ſeen thy Sword do noble Execution. 
Alan. All that it can your Lordſhip ſhall command. 
Gon. Thanks; and I take thee at thy Word. Thou'ſt 
Among the Followers of the Captive Queen, [ſeen, 
Dumb Men, who make their Meaning known by — 
Alon. I have, my Lord. 
Gon/. Couldit thou procure, with Speed 
And Privacy, the wearing Garb of one 
Of thoſe, tho' purchas'd by his Death, I'd zire 
Thee ſuch Reward, as ſhou'd exceed thy wiſh. [ſhip! 
Alan. Conclude it done. Where ſhall I wait your Lord- 
Gonſ. At my Apartment. Uſe thy utmoſt Diligence 
And ſay I've not been ſcen— hafte, good 4ionzs. 
So, this can hardly fail. Ai honſo ſlain, 
The greateſt Obſtacle is then remov'd. 
Almeria widow'd, yet again may wed; 
And I yet fix the Crown on Garcia's Head. FExeunt, 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
A Room of State. 


Kinc, PEerREz, Aron z o. 
ans” 
OT to be found ? In an ill Hour he's abſent. 


Eunuch * 
Nor ſhe herſelf, nor any of her Mutes, 
Have yet required Admitta nce? 
Per. None, my Lord. 
King. Is Ofyn ſo diipos'd as [ commanded ? 
Per. Faſt — in double Chains, and at full length 
He lies ſupine on Earth; with as much Eaſe 
She might remove the Center of this Earth, 


As loole the Rivets of his Bonds, King, 


None, ſay you, none? what, not the Fay rite 
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King. 'Tis well. 
4 Mute appears, and, Jeong the King, retire.. 
Fa! flop, and ſeize that Mute; Alonzo, follow him. 
Entring he met my Eyes, and flarted back, 
Frighted, and fumbling one Hard in his Boſom, 
As to conceal ih' Importance of his Errand. 
[Alonzo follexrs him, and returns with a Pater, 
Albin. A bloody Proof of obſtinate Fidelity ! 
King. What doſt thou mean? 
Aion. Soon as I ſeiz'd the Man, 
He ſnatch'd from out his Boſom this and ſtrove 
With raſh and greedy Haſte at once to cram 
The Morſel down his Throat, I catch'd his Arm, 
And hardly wrench'd his Hand to wring it from him ; 
Which done, he drew a Poniard from his Side, 
And on the Inſtant plung'd it in his Breaſt 
King. Remove the Body thence ere Zara ſee it. 
* III be fo bold to borrow his Attire 
"Twill quit me of my Promiſe to Gonſalex. 


S C THE 
Kinc, Prre 2. 


Per. Whate'er it is, the King's Complexion turns. 
Jag. How's this? My mortal Foe beneath my Roof 
Having read the Litter, 
0 give me Patience, all ye Powers ! no, rather 
Give me new Rage, implacable Revenge, 
And trebled Fury Ha ! who's there ? 
Perez. My. Lord. [pry 
King. Hence, Slave! how dar'f thou bide, to watch and 
Into how poor a Thing a King deſcerds ; 
How like thyſelf, when Paſſion treads thee down? 
Ha! ftir not, on thy Life! for thou wert fix' d, 
And planted here to ſee me gorge this Bait, 
And laſh againſt the Hook — By Heav'n you're all 
Rank Traitors : thou art with the reſt combin'd ; 
Thou knew'ſt that O/myn was 4/phonſo, knew'ſt 
My Daughter privately with him conferr'd ; 
And wert the Spy and Pander to their Meeting. 
Per. By all that's Holy, I'm amaz d- 
Ang. Thou ly'ſt. Thon 


Tha Mou RN ING BRiDE. Gr 
Thou art Accomplice too with Zara; here 
Where ſhe ſets down—S::// w:/l I {et thee. rte — [Re ding. 
That ſomewhere is repeated have Porver 
O'er them that are thy Guard Mark that, thou Traitor, 
Per. It was your Majeity's Command, I ſhould 
Obey her Order. 
King. [Reading.] And flill will J ſet 
Thee free, Alphonſo——Hell ! curs'd, curs'd Alphonſo! 
Falſe and. perfidious Zara! Strumpet Daughter! 
Away, be gone, thou feeble Boy, fond Love, 
All Nature, Softneſs, Pity, and Compaſſion, 
'This Hour I throw ye off, and entertain | 
Fell Hate within my Breaſt, Revenge and Gall. 
By Heav'n, I'll meet, and counterwork this Treachery, 
Hark thee, Villain, Traitor—anſwer me, Slave. 
Per. My Service has not merited thoſe Titles, 
King. Dar'ſt thou reply ? Take that thy Service ! 


thine! [Serikes him. 
What's thy whole Life, thy Soul, thy All, to my 
One Moment's Eaſe ? Hear my Command; and look 
That thou obey, or Horror on thy Head: 
Drench me thy Dagger in A{phon/o's Heart. 
Why doſt thou ftart? Reſolve, or- 
Per Sir, I will. 


King. Tis well that when ſhe comes to ſet him free; 


His Teeth may grin, and mock at her Remorſe 
[Perez going, 
—Stay thee—P've farther Thought—T'l add to this, 
And give her Eyes yet greater Diſappointment: 
When thou haſt ended him, bring me his Robe; 
And let the Cell where ſhe'll c:pea to fee him 
Be darken'd, ſo as to amuſe the Sight. 
I'll be conducted thither mark Me well 
There with his Turbant, and his Robe array'd, 
And laid along, as he now lies, ſupine, 
I ſhall cunvict her, to her Face, of Falſhood. 
When for Alpbonſo's the ſhall take my Hand, 
And breathe her Sighs upon my Lips for his ; 
Sudden I'll ſtart, and daſh her with her Guilt. 
But ſce ſhe comes; [I'll ſhun th' Encounter; thou 
Follow me, and give heed to my Direction. 


SCENE, 
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SCENE BB 
ZARA, SELIu. 


Zara. The Mute not yet return'd ! ha, twas the King! 

The King that parted hence ! frowning he went: 
His Eyes like Meteors roll'd, then darted down 
Their red and angry Beams; as if his Sight 
Would, like the raging Dog-ſtar, ſcorch the Earth 
And kindle Ruin in its Courſe, doſt think _ 

He ſaw me? | 

Sel. Yes: But then, as if he thought 
His Eyes had err'd, he haſtily recall'd 
Th imperfect Look, and ſternly turn'd away. 

Zara. Shun me when ſeen ! I fear thou haſt undone me. 
Thy ſhallow Artifice begets Suſpicion, 

And, like a Cobweb Veil, but thinly ſhades 

The Face of thy Deſign ; alone diſguiting 

What ſhou'd have ne er been ſeen; imperfect Miſchief ! 
Thou, like the Adder, venomous and deaf, 1 85 
Haſt ſtung the Traveller; and after hear'ſt 

Not his purſuing Voice; e'en u hen thou think'il 
To hide, the ruſtling Leaves and bended Graſs 
Confeſs, and point the Path which thou halt crept, 
O Fate of Fools, officious in contriving ; | 

In executing puzzled, lame and let. 

Sel, Avert it, Heav'n, that you ſhould ever ſuffer 
For my Defe&: or that the Means which I 
Devis'd to ſerve, ſhould ruin your Defign! 
Preſcience is Heav'n's alone, not giv'n to Man. 
If I have fail'd in what, as being Man, 

I needs mult fail; impute not as a Crime 

My Nature's want, but paniſh Nature in me; 

I plead not for a Pardon and to live, 

But to be puniſh'd and forgiven. Here, ſtrike; 
I bare my Breaſt to meet your juſt Revenge. 

Zara. I have not leiſure now to take ſo poor 
A Forfeit as thy Life: Somewhat of high 
And more important Fate requires my Thought. 
When I've concluded on my ſelf, if I 


Think 
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Think fit, Pl leave thee my Command to die, 
Regard me well; and dare not to reply | 
To what I give in Charge; for I'm reſolv'd. 
Give Order, that the two remaining Mutes 
Attend me inſtantly, wit! -ach a Bowl 

Of ſuch Ingredients mix'a, as will with ſpeed 
Benumb the living Faculties, and give 

Moſt eaſy and inevitable Death. 

Yes, Oſnyn, yes; be O/myn or Alphonſo, 

Fil give thee Freedom, if thou dar'ſt be free: 
Sach Liberty as I embrace myſelf, 

Thou ſhalt partake. Since Fates no more afford; 
I can but die with thee to keep my Word. | 


SCENE IV. 
SCENE opening foes the Priſen. 
GoNnSALE Z alone, diſguis'd like a Mute with a 
„ 8 

Nor Centinel, nor Guard! the Doors unbarr'd ! 
And all as ſtill, as at the Noon of Night! 
Sure Death already has been buſy here. | 
There lies my Way, that Door too is unlock'd. [ Looking in. 
Ha! ſure he ſleeps—all's dark within, ſave what 
A Lamp, that feebly lifts a ſickly Flame, 
By fits reveals —his Face ſeems turn'd, to favour 
Th' Attempt: I'll fteal and do it unperceiv'd. 
What Noile ! ſome body coming ? 'it Alonzo ? 
No body ? Sure he'll wait without [ would 
Twere done—PII crawl, and fting him to the Heart: 
Then caſt my Skin, and leave it thore to anſwer it. [Goes in. 


SCENE v. 
Garcia, ALON Zz o. 5 
Gar. Where? where, Alonzo? where's my Father? 

where 
The King? Confuſion ! all is on the Rout ! 
All's loſt, all ruin'd by Surpriſe and Treachery. 

Where, where is he? Why doſt thou thus miſlead mo 
e | ts 
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Alon. My Lord, he enter'd but a Moment ſince, 
And could not paſs me unperceiv'd—What hoa! 
My Lord, my Lord, what, hoa! My Lord Gon/alez. 


SCENE VL 
Garcia, Aionzo, Gox Ss AL E z, bloody, 


Genſ. Perdition choke your Clamours—— whence this 
Nudeneſs! 
Garcia | 
Gar. Perdition, Slavery, and Death, 
Are entring now our Docrs Where is the King? 
What means this Blood ? and why this Face of Horror ? 
Gon/. No matter—give me firſt to know the Cauſe 
Ot theſe your raſh and ill-tim'd Exclamations. 
Gar. The Eaſtern Gate is to the Foe betray d, 
Who, but for Heaps of Slain that choke the Paſſage, 
_ H.denter'd long ere now, and borne down all 
Before em, to the Palace Walls. Unleſs 
Tae King in F-rion animate our Men, 
Granada's loſt. and to confirm this Fear, 
The Traitor Perez, and the Captive Moor, 
Are thro' a Poſtern fled, and join the Foe. 
Genſ. Wou'd all were filfe as that; tor whom you ca! 
The Moor is dead. That O/myn was Alp henſo; 
In whoſe Heart's Blood this Poniard yet 15 warm, 
Gar. Impoſſible, for O/myn was, while flying, 
Pronounc d aloud by Perez tor Ap 
Gar, Enter that Chamber, and convince your Ex es, 
Huw much Report has wrong'd your eaſy Faith. 
| [Garcia £665 1 
Ahn. My Lord, for certain Truth Perez is fled; 
And has declar'd, the Cauſe of his Revolt 
Was to revenge a Blow the King had ” n him. 
Gar. [returning.)] Ruin and Horror ! O Heart -w ou 
ing Sight! 
Gen. Whai ſays my Son? what Ruin? ba! ! whar Horror? 
Gar. Blaſted my Eyes, and ſpeechleſs be my engue, 


Rather chan or to ſce, or to relate 


This Decd—O dire Miſtake ! O fatal Blow 
The King 


Gon/, Alen. The King ! Far. 
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Gar. Dead, weltring, drown'd in Blood. 
See, ſee, attir'd like Oſnyn, where he lies. [They los in. 
O whence, or how, or wherefore was this done? | 
Bat what imports the Manner or the Cauſe ? 
Nothing remains to do, or to require, 
But that we all ſhould turn our Swords againſt 
Ourſclves, and expiate, with our own, his Blood. 
Gon. O Wretch, O curs'd and raſh, deluded Fool! 
On me, on me, turn your avenging Swords. 
1, who have ſpilt my Royal Maſter's Blood, | 
Should make Atonement by a Death as horrid ; 
And fall beneath the Hand of my own Son. 
Sar. Ha! what? atone this Murder with a greater! 
The Horror of that Thought has damp'd my Rage. 
The Earth already groans to bear this Deed; | 
Oppreſs her not, nor think to ſtain her Face 
With more unnatural Blood. Murder my Father! 
Better with this to rip up my own Bowels, 
And bathe it to the Hilt, in far leſs damnable 
Self- murder. 
Con. O my Son! from the blind | 
Of a Father's Fondneſs theſe ills aroſe; I 3 
For thee I've been ambitious, baſe, and bloody : 2 { 
For thee I've plung'd into this Sea of Sin; 
Stemming the Tide with only one weak Hand, 4 
| While other bore the Crown, (to wreathe thy Brow) | | 
Whoſe Weight has ſunk me ere [I reach'd the Shore. 
Car Fatal Ambition! Hark ! the Foe is enter'd : {Shout. 
The Shrilneſs of that Shout ſpeaks cm at hand. 
We nave no Time to ſearch into the Cauſe 1 
Ot this ſurpriſing and moſt fatal Error, | / 
What's to be done? the King's Death known, would it: ike 
The tew remaining Soldiers with Deſpair, 
And make 'em vieid to Mercy of the Conqueror. 
Aim My Lord, Ive thought how to conceal the Body; 
Require me not to tel] the Means, till done, 
Leſt you forbid what then you may approve, 
[Goes in, Shout. 
Genſ They ſhout again! Whate'er he means to do, 
Twere fit the Soldiers were amus'd with Hopes; 
And in the mean Time fed with Expectation 


To. 
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To ſee the King in Perſon at their Head. 

Gar. Were it a Truth, I fear 'tis now too late. 
But I'll omit no Care, nor Haſte; and try 
Or to repel their Force, or bravely die. 


SCENE VI. 
Gos ALEZz, AL ON Zz o. 


Con / What haſt thou done, Alonzo ? 
Alon. Such a Deed 
As but an Hour ago I'd not have done, 
Tho' for the Crown of univerial Empire, 
But what are Kings reduc'd to common Clay ? 
Or who can wound the Dead l ve from the Body 
Sever'd the Head, and in an obicure Corner 
Diipos'd it, muffled in the Mute's Attire, 
Leaving to View of them who enter next, 
Alone the undiſtinguithable Trunk: 
Which may be fill miltaken by the Guards 
For O/myn, if in ſecking for the td | 
'They chance to find it. 

Gaon/. Twas an Act of Horror; 
And of a Piece with this Day's dire Miſdeeds. 
But 'tis no Time to ponder or repent. 
Haſte thee, 4/onz», hafte thee hence with Speed, 


To aid my Son. Tl follow with the laſt 


Reſerve, to reinforce his Arms: At leaſt, 
I ſhall make good, and ſhelter his Retreat. 


SCENE VIII. 


2 at a, follwucd by SEL1M, and two Me bearing 
the Boaull. | 


Zara. Silence and Solitude are every where! 
Thro' all the gloomy Ways and Iron Doors 
That hither lead, nor human Face nor Voice 
Is feen or heard. A dreadful Din was wont 
To grate the Senſe, when enter'd here, from Groans 
And Howls of Slaves condemn'd; from Clink of Chains, 
And Craſh of ruſty Bars and creeking Hinges : 
And ever and anon the Sight was daſh'd . i 
| : 
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With frightful Faces, and the meagre Looks 

Of grim and ghaſtly Executioners. 

Yet more this ſtilneſs terrihes my Soul, of 
Than did that Scene of complicated Horrors. 

It may be that the Cauſe of this my Errand 

And Purpoſe, being chang'd from Life to Death, 
Has alſo wroaght this chilling Change of Temper. 
Or does my Heart bode more ? what can it more 
Than Death? 

Let 'em ſet down the Bowls, "Sil warn Alphonſo 
That 1 am here - ſo. You return and find 
| [ Mutes going in. 
The King; tell him, what he requir'd, I've done, 
And wait his coming to approve the Deed. 


S CEN E IX. 
ZAR A and Muter. 


Zara. What have you ſeen? Ha! wherefore ſtare you 
thus [The Mutes return and look affrigbted. 
With haggard Eyes? why are your Arms acroſs ? 
Your heavy and deſponding Heads hung down ? 
Why is't you more than ſpeak in theſe {ad Signs? 
| * me more ample Knowledge of this Mourning. 
They ga to the Scene, wobich opening, f 
perceives the Bo 
Ha! proſtrate ! bloody ! headleſs! om loſt, 
O O/myn! © Alphonſo ! Cruel Fate! 
Cruel, Cruel, O more than killing Object ! 
I came prepar'd to die, and ſee thee die | 
Nay, came prepar'd myſelt to give thee Death— 
But cannot bear to find thee thus, my O/myn 
O this accurs'd, this baſe, this treach'rous King! 


. 
21, in.. 


Selim. I've ſought in vain, for nowhere can the King 
Be found 
Zara. Get thee to Hell, and ſeek him there, [Stats him. 
His 
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His helliſh Rage had wanted Means to act, 
but for thy fatal and pernicious Counſel. 

Sel. You thought it better then but I'm rewarded ; 
The Mute you ſent by ſome Miſchance was ſeen, 
And forc'd to yield our Letter with his Life; 

T found the dead and bloody Body ſtripp'd 
My Tongue falters, and my Voice fails — I fink 
Driak not the Poiſon —tor Alp hon ſo is 

Zara. As thou art now—.nd I ſhall quickly be. 
Tis not that he is dead; for 'twas decreed 
We both ſhould die. Nor 1s't that I ſurvive ; 

T have a certain Remedy for that. 

But oh, he dy'd unkñowing in my Heart. 

He knew I lov'd, but knew not to what Height: 

Nor that I meant to fall before his Eyes, 

A Martyr and a Victim to my Vows: 

Inſenſible of this laſt Proof he's gone; 

Vet Fate can rob his mortal Part alone 

Of Senſe : His Soul ttill tees, and knows each Purpo ſe, 

And fix'd Event of my perſiſting Faith. 

Then, wherefore do I pauſe ?—give me. the Bowl. 
[A Mute kneels and gives one of the Bowls, 

Hover a Moment, yet, thou gentle Spirit, 

Soul of my Love, and I will wait thy Flight. 

This to our mutual Bliſs when join'd above. [ Drin. 

O friendly Draught, already in my Heart. 

Cold, cold; my Veins are lcicles and Froſt. 

Pll creep into his Boſom, lay me there; 

Cover us clofe—or I ſhall chill his Breaſt, | 

Ard fright him from my Arms—See, ſee he ſlides 

Still farther from me; look, he hides his Face, 

I cannot fee! it—quite beyond my Reach, 

O now. he's gone, and all is dark | [Dies. 
[tie Mutes kneel and mourn ce her. 


Dies. 


SCENEXI. 
ALMERIA, LEONOR a, Mutes, c. 


An. O let me ſeek him in this horrid Cell; 
For in the Tomb, or Priſon, I alone 
Muſt hope to find him. 
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Leon Heavens! what diſmal Scene | 
Of Death is this? The Eunuch Selim lain ! 
Alm. Shew me, for | am come in ſearch of Death ; 
But want a Guide; for Tears have d::::m'd my Sight. 
Leon. Alas, a liitle farther, and behold 
Zara all pale and dead ! two frightful Men, 
Who ſeem the Murderers, kneel weeping by: 
Feeling Remorſe too late for what they've done, 
But O forbear—litt up your Eyes no more; 
But haſte away, fly from this fatal Place, 
Where Miſeries are multiply d; return, 
Return and look not on; for there's a Dagger 
Ready to ſtab the Sight, and make your Eyes 
Rain Blood 
Alm. OI foreknow, foreſee that Object. 
Is it at laſt then ſo? Is he then dead? 
Wat dead at laſt, quite, quite, for ever dead? 
There, there, I ſee him; there he lies, the Blood 
Yet bubbling from his Wounds—O more tran Savage! 
Had they or Hearts or Eyes that did this Decd ? 
Could Eyes endure to guide ſuch cruel Hands? 
; Axe not my Eyes guilty alike with theirs, 
N That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to Stone? 
I do not weep! The Springs of Tears are dry'd; 
; And of a ſudden Jam calm, as if 
* Things were well; and yet my Huſb ind's murder'd ! 
ves, yes, I know to mourn ! I'Il ſluice this Heart, 
lhe Scurce of Woe, and let the Torrent looſe 
Thoſe Men have left to wee»! they lock on me! 
hope they murder all on whom they look. 
Behold me well; your bloody Hands have err'd, 
And wrongfully have ſlain thoſe Innocents: 
Jam the Sacrifice defign'd to bleed; 
And come prepar'd to yield my Thioat——they ſhake 
Their Heads in ſign of Grief and Innocence! 
| [They point at the Bowl on the Ground, 
and point! What mean they? Ha! a Cup, O well 
| underſtand what Medicine has been here 
O noble Thirſt! yet greedy to drink all 
n tor another Draught of Death —— What mean 


they ? | [7 hey point at the ather Cub. 
Ha 


ie: 
ber. 
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Ha! point again? 'tis there, and full, I hope. 

Thanks to the lib'ral Hand that fill'd thee thus, 

I'll drink my glad Acknowledgment—— | 
Leon. O hold 

For Mercy's ſake, upon my Knee [ beg 
Alm. With thee the kneeling World ſhould beg in vain. 

Seeſt thou not thete? behold who proſtrate lies, 

And pleads againſt thee ? who ſhall then prevail? 

Vet I will take a cold and parting Leave, 

From his pale Lips; Ill kiſs him ere | drink, 

{eſt the rank Juice ſhould bliſter on my Mouth, 

And ſtain the Colour of my laſt Adieu. 

Horror! a headleſs Trunk! nor Lips nor Face, 

[Coming near the Body, flarts and lets fall the Cups, 
But ſpouting Veins, and mangled Fleſh! O, oh! 


SCENE tbe aft. 


ALMERIA, LEonoRa, Ar r Ros O, HEI, 
PEREZ, with GaR CIA Priſoner. 


Guards and Attendants. 


Alph. Away, ſtand off, where is ſhe? let me fly, 
Save her from Death ; and ſnatch her to my Heart. 

Aim. Oh! 

Alph. Forbear ; my Arms alone ſhall hold her op, 
Warm her to life, and wake her into Gladneſs. 
O let me talk to thy reviving Senſe 


The Words of Joy and Peace; warm thy cold Beauties, 


With the new fluſhing Ardour of my Cheek; 

Into thy Lips pour the ſoft trickling Balm 

Of cordial Sighs; and reinſpire thy Boſom 

Wich the Breath of Love. Shine, awake, Alner:a, 
Give a new Birth to thy long-ſhaded Eyes, 

Then double on the Day reflected Light. 


Aim.Where am 1? Heav'n! what does this Dream intend? 


Alphb. O may'ſt thou never dream of leſs Delight, 
Nor ever wake to leſs ſubſtantial Joys. 

An. Giv'n me again from Death! O all ye Pow'rs 
_ Confirm this Miracle! Can I believe 


My 
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My Sight againſt my Sight? and ſhall I truſt 

That Senſe, which in one Inſtant ſhews him dead 

And living? Yes, I will; I've been abus'd 

With Apparitions and affrighting Phantoms: 

This is my Lord, my Life, my only Huſband, 

] have him now and we no more will part. 

My Father too ſhall have Compaſſion 
Alpb. O my Heart's Comfort; 'tis not giv'n to this 

Frail Lite, to — bleſs'd. Even now, 

In this extremeſt Joy my Soul can taſte, 

Yet I am daſn'd to think that thou mutt weep; 

Thy Father fell where he defign'd my Death. 

Ganjalez and Alonzo, both of Wounds 

Expiring, have with their laſt Breath confeſs'd 

The juſt Decrees of Heav'n, which on themſelves 

Has turn'd their own moſt bloody Purpoſes. 

Nay, I mult grant, "tis fit you ſhould be thus — 


[She deep | 


Let 'em remove he Body from hes Sight. 
III- fated Zara! Ha! a Cup? Alas! 


Thy Error then is plain! but I were Flint 


Not to o'erflow in Tribute to thy Memory. 
O Garcia 
Whoſe Virtue has renounc'd thy Father's Crimes: 
Seeſt thou, how juſt the Hand of Heav'n has been ? 
Let us, who thro? our Innocence ſurvive, 

Still in the Paths of Honour perſevere, 

And not from palt or preſent Ills deſpair ; 

For Bleſſings ever wait on virtuous Deeds; 


And tho' a late, a ſure Reward ſucceeds. 


[ Exennt Omnes. 


E244 0.6.0.6. 
Spoken by Mrs. Hracegirdle. 


HE Tragedy thus done, I am, you Ano, 
No more a Princeſs, but in ſtatu quo; 
And now as unconcern'd this Mourning ærtar, 
As if indeed a Widow, or an Heir. 
7 ve leiſure, now, to mark your jew "ral Faces, 
And know cach Critic by his four Grimaces. 
To poiſon Plays, I ſee ſomewhere they ſit, 
Scatter d, like Ratſbane, up and diwn the Pit ; 
While others watch, like Pariſh-Searchers hir'd, 
Ta teil :f what Diſeaſe the Play expir d. 
O ⁊cieh what Foy they run to /pread the News 
Of a damn'd Poet, and departed Muje ! 
But if he ſcate, with what regret they're ſcix d 
And hoaw they're diſappointed, when they're pleas d 
Critics to Plays for the ſame End reſart, | 
That Surgeons wait on Trials in a Court : 
For Innocence condemn'd tie, ue ns Reſpect, 
Provided they ⁊ e a Body to i ec. 
As Suſſex Men, that axve!l upon the Shore, 
| Lick out when Storms ariſe, and Billows rear, 
Dewoutly praying, with upl! ifted Hande, 
That ſume avell. laden Ship may ſtrile the Sands : 
To whoſe rich Cargo they may make Pretence, 
And fatten on the Spcili of Providence : 
Se Critics throng to ſie a neaw Play lit, 
And thrive and proſper on the Wrecks of Wit. 
Small Hope aur Poet from theſe Proſpects draws ; 
And therefore to the Fair commend; his Cauſe. 
Your tender Hearts to Mercy are inclin'd, | 
With whom, he hates, this Play acill Favour find, { 
Which was an Off ring to the Sex defigu d. 
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ORPHA 


OR, THE 


Unhappy Marriage. 


TRAGEDY. 


- * 
— 


Qui Pelago credit magno, ſe fernere tollit; 
Qui Pugnas & Caſtra petit, præcingitur Auro; 
Vilis Adulator picto jacet Ebrius Oftro, 
Et qui ſollicitat Nuptas, ad præmia peccat: 
Sola pruinaſis horret Facundia pannis, 
Atque iucpi lingua atjertas invecat Artes. 
Pet. Arb. 
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MDCC LXIV. 


7 9 yeu, great Judges in this Writing Age, 
The Sos of Wit, and Patrons of the Stage, 
With all thoje humble Thoughts, which flill haue fevay'd 
Lis Pride, much doubting, trembling, and afraid 
Of what is to his Want of Merit due, 
And aw'dby ever Excellence in you, 
The Author ſends to beg you will be kind, 
And fpare thoſe many Faults you needs mieft find. 
You te whom Wit a common Foe is grown, 
The Thing you ſcorn and publicly diſoaun. | 
T hough new perhaps ye're here for other Ends, 
He ſwears to me, je ought to be his Friends : 
For he ne er call d yeu yet inſipid Tools; 
Nor wrote one Line to tell you were Fools: 
But ſays of Wit ye have ſa large a Store, 

Lo ery much, you never will have more. 
He ue er with Libel treated yet the Town, 
The Names of honeſt Men bedav:b'd and fhexcn, 
Nur, never once lampoon'd the harmleſ' life 
Of Suburb Virgin, er of City FVife. 
Satyr's th' Effet of Pretry's Diſeaſe ; 7 
FWhich, fick of a lewd Age, ſhe wents for Eaſe, 
But new her only *triſe Should be to pleaſe ; a 
Since of iil Fate the bancful Claud's withdrawn, 

And Happineſs again begins to dawn ; 
Since bark with Fey and Triumph he is come, 
That always drew Fears hence, ne er braught em nome, n 
Oft has he plazw'd the bol ſf rous Ocean ver | 
Vet ne'er more welcome to the langing Shore, 
Not when he brought home Victories before. 

For then freſh Laurels fouriſb d on his Brow ; 

And he comes crown'd with Olive-tranches nos 7 
Receive bim ! Qh receive him as his Friends; 

Embrace the Bl: ines cubich he recommends : 

Such Quiet as your Foes jhall nc er deſtroy ; 
Then Sale off Fear:, and clap your Hands for Joy. 


A 3 Dra- 


DRAMATIS PERSON, 


M EN. 


Acaſte, a m retired Gow the 


Court, and living privately in the | Me. Brarſfty. 
Country, | | 


Caſealio, N xx: Mr. Poxcell. 
Pog dere, Jun, Sens. Mr. Jachſen. 


Chamont, a young Soldier of Fortune. Mr. Holland. 


Falle, T Servants in the Family. Bir. 
Cer.elia, Potydore's Page. M i's Regers, 
Chaplain. Mr. Lowe. 
WOMEN. 
ee Onda, ler lun re. 
Corina, Hcafto's woos Wu Ph). 
Furalla, Meonimia's Woman. Mrs. 
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Enter Paulino and Erneſto. 
1s. 
I S ſtrange, Erneſto, this Severity 
. Should ſtill reign powerful in ace Mind, 
To hate the Court, where he was bred, and 
— liv'd = give. 
All honours heap'd on himt hat Pow'r cou d 
Ern. Tis true, he thither came a private Gentleman, 
But young and brave, and of a Family 
Ancient and noble, as the Empire holds. 
The Honours he has gain'd are juitly his : 
He has purchas'd them in War; thrice has he led 
An Army *gaiaſt the Rebels, and as often 
Return d with Victory: The World has not 
A truer Soldier, or a better Subject. 

Paul. It was his Virtue at firſt made me ſerve him; 
He is the beſt of Maſters as of Friends: FT 
I know he has lately been invited thither 
Yet ſtill he keeps his ſtubborn Purpoſe ; cries, 

He's old, and willingly wou'd be at Reſt: 
I doubt there's deep Reſentment in his Mind, 
For the late Slight his Honour ſuffer'd there. 

Ern. Has he not Reaſon? When for what he had borne, 
Long, hard, and faithful Toi!, he might have claim d 
Places in Honour, and Employment high; 

A huffing, ſhining, flatt'ring, cringing Coward, 
A Canker-worm of Peace, was rais'd above him. 
Paul. Yet ſtill he holds juſt Value for the King, 
Nor ever names him but with higheſt Revercucc, 
Tis noble that | 

Ern. Oh! I have heard him wanton in his Praiſe, 
Speak things of him might charm the Ears of Enyy., 

Paul. Oh ! may he live till Nature's ſelf grow cid, 
And from her Womb no more can bleſs the Earth ! 

For when he dies, farewell all Honour, Bounty, 
All generous Encouragement of Arts ; | 
For Charity herſelf becomes a Widow. | 

Ern. No, he has two Sons, that were ordaia'd to be 
As well his Vittue's, as his Fortune's Heirs, 
| = 4 Pol. 
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Paul. 2 both of Nature mild, and full of Sweet. 
neſs, | 
They came Twins from the Womb, and ſtill they live 
As if they would go Twins too to the Grave: 
Neither has any Thing he calls his own, 
But of each other's Joys as Griets partaking ; 
So very honeſtly, ſo well they love, 
As thcy were only for each other born. 
Ern. Never was Parent in an Off-ſpring happier; 


_ He has a Daughter too, whoſe blooming Age 


Promiſes Goudneſs equal to her Beauty. 
Paal. And as there is Friendſhip 'twixt the Brethren, 
So has her Infant Nature choſen too 5 
A faithful Partner of her Thoughts and Wiſhes, 

Ard kind Comp: nion of her harmleſs Pleaſures. 
Err. You mean the beauteous Orphan, fair Monimia ! 
Paul. Ihe ſame, the Daugnter of the brave Chamont, 
He was cur Lord's Companion in the Wars; | 
here ſuch a wond'rous Friendſhip grew between em 
As only Death ccu'd end; Chamont's Ellate 
Was ruin'd in eur late and civil Liſcords; 
Thercfore, unable to advance her Fortune, 
He left his Daughter to our Maſter's Care; 
% ſach a Care, as ſhe ſcarce loſt a Father. 
Tn. Her Brother to the Emperor's Wars went early, 
To ſeck a Fortune, or a noble Fate; 
hence he with Honour is expected back, 
And mighty Maiks of that Great Prince's Favour. 
Paul. Our Malter never would permit his Sons 
To launch fur Fortune in th' uncertain World; 
But warns 'em to avoid both Courts and Camps, 
Where dilatory Fortune plays the Jilt 
With the brave, noble, honeſt, gallant Man, 
To throw herfelf away on Fools and Knaves. | 
Tra. 'Vizey have both forward, gen'rous, active Spirits; 
"Tis daily their petition to their Father, 
To ſend them forth where Glory's to be gotten : 
ney cry they're weary of their lazy Home, 
Reſtleſs to do ſomething that Fame may talk of. 
To. day they chas'd the Boar, and near this Time 
Shou'd be return'd, 
Pail Oh that's a Royal Sport ! ; 
V.c yet muy ies the 0!d Man in a Morning, 
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Luſty as Health, come ruddy to the Field, 

And there purſue the Chace, as if he meant 

To overtake Time, and bring back Youth again. [ Ex. 
Eater Caitalio. Polydore, and Page. 

Caſt. Polydore ! our Sport 
Has been to day much better for the Danger ; 

When on the Brink the foaming Boar I met, 
And in his Side thought to have lodg'd my Spear, 
The deſp' rate Savage ruſh'd within my Force, 
And bore me headlong with him down the Rock. 

Pol. But then 

Caſt. Ay then, my Brother, my Friend Polydore, 
Like Perſeus mounted on his winged Steed, 
Came on, and down the dang'rous Precipice leapt 

To fave Caftalio. "Twas a Godlike Act! 

Pol. But when I came, 1 found you Conqueror. 
Oh, my Heart danc'd to ſee your Danger paſt ! 
The Heat and Fury of the Chace was cold, 

And I had nothing in my Mind but Joy. 

Caft. So, Pcl;dore, methinks we might in War 
Ruſh on together; thou ſhould'it be my Guard, 
And I be thine ; what is't could hurt us then? 
Now half the Youth of Europe are in Arms, 

How fulſome muſt it be to ſtay behind, 
And die of rank Diſeaſes here at home ? 

Pol. No, let me purchaſe in my Youth Renown, 

To make me lov'd and valu'd when I'm old; 
I would be buſy in the World, and learn, 
Not like a coarſe and uſeleſs Dunghil Weed, 
Fixt to one Spot, and rot juſt as 1 grow. 

Ca. Our Father ——— 

Has ta'en himſelf a Surfeit of the World, 

And cries, it is not ſafe that we ſhou'd take it: 
_ I ownlT have Duty very pow'rful in me; 
And though I'd hazard all to raiſe my Name, 
Yet he's ſo tender, and ſo good a Father, | 
I cou'd not do a Thing to crofs his Will. 

Pol. Caſtalio, I have Doubts within my Heart, 
Which you, and only you can ſatisfy : 

Will you be free and candid to your Friend? 

Caft. Have I a Thought my Poſydore ſhou'd not know 
What can this mean ? 5 

Pol. Nay, I'll conjure you too, 
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By all the ſtricteſt Bonds of faithful Friendſhip, 
To ſhew your Heart as naked in this Point, 
A 1 wou d purge you of your Sins to Heav'n. 
Caſt. I will. | 
Pol. And ſhould | chance to touch it nearly, bear it 
With all the Suff rance of a tender Friend. 
Cat. As calmly as the wounded Patient bears 
The Artiit's Hand that miniſters his Cure. | 
Pol. That's kindly ſaid. You know our Father's Ward, 


The fair Monimia; Is your Heart at Peace? 


Is 2 ſo guarded, that you could not love her ? 
Caft. Suppoie I ſhould ? 
Pol. Suppoſe you ſhould not, Brother. 
Caf. You'd ſay. I mult not. 
Pol. That would found too roughly 
*Twixt Friends and Brothers, as we two are. 
Caft. Is love a Fault? 
Pol. In one of us it may be: 
What if | love her? 
Caft. Then I muſt inform you 
I lov'd her firſt, and cannot quit the Claim, 
But will preſerve the Buth-right of my Paſhon. 
Pel. You will. 
Cz. I will. 
Pol. No more, I've done. 
Cat. Why not? 
Poel. 1 told you I had done : 
But you, Caftalio, would diſpute it. 
Ca. No; 
Not with my Poſydore; though I muſt own. 
My Nature obſtinate and void of Suff rance, 
J. ore reigns a very Tyrant in my Heart, 
attended on his Throne by all his Guards 
If furfous Wiſhes, Fears, and nice Sui picions. 
could not bear a Rival in my Friendſhip, 
Jam ſo — | in Love, and fond of thee. 
a Yet you will b:icik this Friendfhip ! 
Not for Cro ens. 
| 550 But for a Toy you would, a .. 5 Toy. 
Unjuſt Caffelis / 
Caſt. Prithee where's my Fault ? 
Pal. You love Morimia. 
Caſt. Ves. 
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Pol. And you would kill me, 
If I'm your Rival. 
Caſt. No, ture we're ſuch Friends, 
So much one Man, that our Affections too 
Muſt be united, and the ſame as we are. 
Pol. I doat upon Monimia. 
Caſt. Love her ſtill; 
Win and enjoy her. 
Pol. Both of us cannot. 
Caſt. No matter 
Whoſe Chance it prove; but let's not quarrel ſor't. 
Pol. You would not wed Monimia, would you? 
Caſt. Wed her 
No ! were ſhe all Deſire could wiſh, as fair 
As would the vaineſt of her Sex be thought, 
With Wealth beyond what Woman's Pride could waſte, 
She ſhould nor cheat me of my Freedom. Marry [ 
When l am old and weary of the World, 
I may grow deſperate, 
And take a Wike to mortify withal. 
Pol. It is an elder Brother's Duty ſo 
To propagate his Family and Name : 
You would not have yours die and buried with you: 
Caft. Mere Vanity, and filly Dotage all: 
No, let me live at large, and when | die 
Pal. Who all poſicis tht Eſtate you leave ? 
Cajt. My Friend, 
Tf he ſurvives me; If not, my King, 


ho may beftow't again on ſome brave Man, 


Whoſe Toneity and Services deſerve one, 
Pol. Tis kindly offer d. 
Caſt. By von Heaven, I love 


My Poli dore beyond all worldly Joys, 


And would not ſncck his Quiet, to be bleſt 
Wich greater Happinefs than Man e'er taſted. 
Pol. And by that Heaven eternally I ſwear,. 
To keep the kind Caſlalis in my Heart. 
Whoſe ſhall 1onimia be? 
Cat. No Matter whoſe. 
Pol. Were you not with her privately laſt Night? 
Co;t. | was, and ſhould have met her again; 
But th * ſhall now be thine ; 
Myſelf will bring thee to the Scene of Love: 
: But 
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Put have a Care, by Friendſhip I conjure thee, 
hat no falſe Play be offer'd to thy Brother. 
Urge all thy Pow'rs to make thy Paſſion proſper : 
Bu: wr ng not mine. 

* Heav'n blaſt me if I do. 

C. If't prove thy Fortune, Polydore, to conquer, 
(Fo thou haſt all the Arts of ſoft Perſuaſion !) 
Truſt we. and let me know thy Love's Succeſs, 
That I may ever after ſtifle mine. 

PI. i hough ſhe be dearer to my Soul, than * 
To weary —— or to Miſers Gold, | 
To great Men Pow'r, or wealthy Cities Pride, 
Rather than wrong Caſfalio, I'd forget her. 

For if ye Pow'rs s have Happinels in Store, 

When ye would ſhox'r down Joys on Polydore, 

In one great Bleſſing all your Eounty ſend, 

That I may never loſe ſo dear a Friend. 


[ Ex. Caſt. & Pol. Manet Page. 


Enter Monimia. 
7, 4. $o ſoon return d from Hunting? This fair Day 
| Seems as if ſent to invite the World abroad. 
Paſs'd not Caftalio and Polydore this way. 
Page. Madam, juſt now. 
Mon. Sure my ill Fate's upon me. 
P iſtruſt and Heavineſs fit round my Heart, 
Ard App. ehenſion ſhocks my tim' rous Soul. 
hy was not I laid in my peaceful Grave 
Wich my poor Parents? and at Reſt as they are? 
Inſtead of that, 1'm wand'ring into Cares. 
Caſjtalia! O Caftalia! thou haſt caught 
My foolifh Heart; and like a tender Child, 
That truſts his Play- thing to another Hand, 
fear its Harm, and fam would have it back. 
Come near, Cordelia. I muſt chide you, Sir. 
Page. Why, Madam, bave | done you any Wrong ? 
Men. I never ſee you now; you have been kinder; 
Sat hy my Fed, and ſung me pretty Songs 
Perhaps I've been ungrateful. Here's Money for you: 
Will you oblige me? ſhall | ſee you oft:er ! 
Page Madam, I'd ſerve you with my Soul: 
But in the Morning when you call me ro you, 
As by your Fed | ſtand and tell you ſtories, 
J am aſham'd to fee your ſwelling Breails, . 
Ws e t 
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It makes me bluſh, they are ſo very white. 
Mon. Oh W. en for Flatt ry and Deceit . K 
Thus when y' are young ye learn it all like him, 
Till as your Years increaſe, that ſtrengthens too, 
T' undo poor Maids. and make our Ruin eaſy. 
Tell me, Cordeizo, for thou oft haſt heard 
Their friendly Converſe, and their Boſom Secrets; 
Sometimes, at leaſt, have they not talk'd of me ? 
Page. Oh Madam ! very wickedly they have talk d! 
But I am afraid to name it; for, they ſay, 
Boys muſt be whipt that tell their Maſters Secrets ; 
Mon. Fear not, Corde/io! It ſhall ne'er be Known ; 3 
For I'll preſerve the Secret as twere mine. 
Polydore cannot be io kind as I. 
Fll furniſh thee with all thy harmleſs Sports, 
With pretty Toys, and thou ſhalt be my Page. 
Page. And truly, Madam, 1 had rather be fo. 
Methinks you love me better than my Lord ; 
For he was never half ſo kind as you We. 
What muſt I do? 
Mon. Inform me how thou'ſt heard 
Caftalia, and his Brother, uſe my Name. 
Page. With all the Tenderneſs of Love: 
You were the Subject of their laſt Diſcourſe. 
At firſt I thought it would have fatal prov'd ; 
But as the one grew hot, the other cool'd, 
And yielded to the Frailty cf his Friend ; 
At laſt, after much ſtruggling, 'twas reſoly'd 
Mon. What, good Cordelio ? 
Page. Not to quarrel for you. 
Mon. I wou'd not have em, by my deareſt Hopes; 
I wou'd not be the Argument of Strife. 
Bat ſurely my Caſalio won't forſake me, 
And make a Mock'ry of my eaſy Love, 
Went they together? 
Page. Ves, to ſeek you, Madam, 
Caſtalio promis'd Hoſydore to bring him, 
Where he alone might meet you, 
And fairly try the Fortune of his Wiſhes. 
Man. Am l then grown ſo cheap, juſt to be made 
A common take, a Prize for Love in Jeft ? 
Was not Caſtalio verv loth to yield it; 
Or was it Polydare' 5 unruly Paſion, 


That 


14 The ORPHAN. 
That heighten'd the Debate ? 
Page. The Fault was Po!jdore's. 
Caſtalio play d with Love, and ſmiling ſhew'd 
The Pleafure, not the Pangs of his Defire. 
He ſaid no Woman's Smiles ſhould buy his Freedom : 
And \larriage is a mortifying Thing. 
Mor. Then I am ruin'd, it Caffalia's falſe. 
Where is there Faith and Honour to be found ? 
Ye Gods that guard the innocent, and guide 
The Weak, protect, and take me to your Care. | 
O but I love him! There's the Rock will wreck me? 
Why was I made with all my Sex's Softneſs, 
Yet want the Cunning to conceal its Follies ? 
I'Il ſee Caftalio, tax him with his Falſheods, 
Be a true Woman, * my 8 ; 


Reſolve to hate him, yet love him ſtil 
Enter Caſtalio and Polydore. 


He comes, the Conqueror comes: lie {till my Heart, 
And learn to bear thy Injuries with Scorn. | 
Ca. Madam, my Brother begs he may have Leave, 
To tell you ſomething that concerns you nearly; 
1 leave you, as becomes me, and withdraw. 

Mon. My. Lord Caſtalio“ 

Ca/t. Madam? 

Mon. Have you purpos'd 
To abuſe me palpably? What means this Uſage ? 
Why am I left with Pelydore alone? | | 
Cat. He beſt can tell you. Buſineſs of Importance 
Calls me away; I muit attend my Father. 

Non. Will you then leave me thus * 

Cajt. But for a Moment | 

Mon. It has veen otherwiſe ; the Time has been, 
When Buſineſs might have ftaid, and I been heard. 

Coft. I could for ever hear tnee; but this Time 
Matters of ſuch odd Tircumitances preſs me, | 
That I muſt go- [ Exit. 

Mon. Then go, and, if't be poſſible for ever. 
Well, my Lord Poby dave, I gueſs your Buſineſs, 
And read th' ill-natur'd Purpoſe in your Eyes. 
Pal. If to deſire you more than Miſers Wealth, 
Or dying Men an Hour of added Life; 
IF ſottelt Wiſhes, and a Heart more true, | 
"Lhan ever ſuffer'd yet for Love diſdain'd, Speak 
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1 — 9 
Speak an ill Nature, you accuſe me juſtly. ©” 
Mon. Talk not of Love, my Lord, I muſt not bear it. 
Pol. Who can behold ſuch Beauty, and be filent 2 
Deſire firſt taught us Words: Man when created, 
At firſt alone long wander'd up and down, 
Forlorn, and filent as his Vaſlal-Beafts ; 
But when a Heav'n born Maid, like you, appear'd, 
Strange Pleaſures fill'd his Eyes, and fir'd his Heart, 
Unloos'd his Tongue, and his firſt Talk was Love. 
Mon. The firſt created Pair indeed were bleſs'd ; 
They were the only Objects of each other, 
Therefore he courted her, and her alone; 
But in this peopled World of Beauty, where 
There's roving Room, where you may court, and ruin 
A thoufand more, why need you talk to me-? 
Pol. Oh! I could talk to thee for ever: Thus 
Eternally admiring, fix and gaze | 
On thoſe dear Eyes ; for every Glance they ſend 
Darts through my Soul, and almoſt gives Enjoyment. 
Man. How can you labour thus for my Undoing ? 
J muſt confeſs, indeed, I owe you more e 
Than ever I can hope or think to pay. 
There always was a Friendſhip 'twixt our Famil.cs ; 
And therefore when my tender Parents dy'd, 
Whoſe ruin'd Fortunes too expir'd with them, 
Your Father's Pity and his Bounty took me, 
A poor and helpleſs Orphan, to his Care. 
Pol. Twas Heav'n ordain'd it fo, to make me happy. 
Hence with this peeviſh Virtne, tis a Cheat, 
And thoſe who taught it firſt were Hypocrites. 
Come, theſe ſoft tender Limbs were made for vielding. 
Morn. Here on my Knees by Heav'n's bleſt Pow'r 1 
_ ſwear, _. 7 
If you perſiſt, I ne'er henceforth Will ſee you. 
But rather wander through the World a Beggar, 
And live on ſordid Scraps at proud Mens Doors; 
For though to Fortune loſt, III fill inherit 
My Mother's Virtues, and ny Father's Honour. 
Pal. Intolerable Vanity]! vour Sex 
Was never in the right; y' are always falſe, 
Or ſilly; ev'n your Dreſſes are not more 
Faataſtick than your Appetites ; you think 
Of nothing twice: Opinion you have none. 


Fo- day 
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To day y' are nice, To-morrow not ſo free; 
Now ſmile, then frown ; now ſorrow ful, then glad; 
Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not why ! 
Virtue. you affect, Inconſtancy's your Practice; 
And when your looſe Deſires once get Dominion, 
No hungry Churl feeds coarſer at a Feaſt ; 
Ev'ry rank Fool goes down —— 

Mon. Indeed, my Lord, 
] own my Sex's Follies ; 1 have em all, 
And, to avoid its Fault muſt fly from you. 
Therefore believe me, could you raiſe me high 
As molt fantaſtick Woman's Wiſh could reach, 
And lay all Nature's Riches at my Feet; 

I'd rather run a Savage in the Woods 
Amongſt brute Beaſts, grow wrinkled and deform'd, 
As Wildneſs and moſt rude Neglect could make me, 
So 1 might ſtill enjoy my Honour ſafe | 
From the deſtroying Wiles of faithleſs Men. [ Exit. 
Piel. Who'd be that fordid thing call d Man, 

To cringe thus, fawn, and flatter for a Pleaſure, 
Which Beaſts enjoy ſo very much above him? 
Tie luſty Bull ranges through all the Field, 
And from the Herd _ his Female out, 

Eniovs her, and abandons her at Will. 
It hall be ſo; Il yet poſſeſs my Love, 
Wait on, and watch her looſe unguarded Hours; 
Then when her roving 'l houghts have been abroad, 
And brought in wanton wiſkes to her Heart, 
I'ch' very | St when her Virtue nods, 
Il ruſh upon her in a Storm of Love, 
Beat down her Guard of Honour, all before me, 
Surfeit on Joys, till ev'n Deſire grows ſick ; 

Then by long Abience Liber:y regain, 

And quite forget the Pleaſure and the Pain. 

[ex. Pol. and Page. 


OO. ET 


"ACT IL SCENE L 
Enter Acaſto, Caſtalio, Polydore, Attendant. 


Acaſt. 12 has been a Day of glorious Sport: 
I When you Caftalic, and your Brother * me, 
orth 
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Forth from the Thickets ruſn'd another Boar, | 
So large, he ſeem d the Tyrant of the Woods, 
With all his dreadful Briſtles rais'd up high, 
They ſeem'd a Grove of Spears upon his Back ; 
Foaming he came at me, where | was poſted, 
Beſt to obſerve which Way he'd lead the Chace, 
Whetting his huge large Tuſks, and gaping wide, 
As if he already had me for his Prey; 
Till brandiſhing my well-pois'd Javelin high, 
With this bold executing Arm, I {truck 
The ugly brindled Monſter to the Heart. 
Caſt. The Actions of your Life were always wondrous. 
—_ No Flattery, Boy ! an honeſt Man can't live 
yt; | 
Tt 1s a little ſneaking Art, which Knaves 
Uſe to cajole and ſoſten Fools withal. 
If thou haſt Flattery in thy Nature, out with't, 
Or ſend it to a Court, for there twill thrive. 
Pol. Why there? „ 
Acaft. is, next to Money, current there; 
To be ſeen daily in as many Forms 
As there are Sorts of Vanities, and Men ; 
The ſuperſtitious Stateſman has his Sneer, - 
To ſmooth a poor Man off with, that can't bribe him ; 
The grave dull Fellow of ſmall Buſineſs ſooths : 
The Humouriſt, and will needs admire his Wit: 
Who, without Spleen, could ſee a hot-brain'd Atheiſt, 
Thanking a ſurly Doctor tor his Sermon; 
Or a grave Counſellor meet a ſmooth young Lord, 
Squeeze him by the Hand and praiſe his good Com- 
plexion ? 
Pol. Courts are the Places where beſt Manners flouriſh ; 
Where the Deſerving ought to riſe, and Fools 
Make Shew. Why ſhould I vex and chafe my Spleen, 
Jo ſee a gaudy Coxcomb ſhine, when [ 
Have ſeen enough to ſoothe him in his Follies, 
And ride lim to Advantage as I pleaſe ? 
acaſt. Who merit, ought indeed to rife 1'th' World; 
But no wiſe Man that's honeſt ſhou'd expect. | 
What Man of Senſe would rack his generous Mind, 
To practiſe all the baſe Formalities 
And Forms of Buſineſs, force a grave ſtarch'd Face, 
When he's a very Libertine in's Heart ? 


Seem 
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Seem not to know this or that Man in publick, 
When priwately perhaps they meet together, 

And lay the Scene of ſome brave Fellow's Ruin. 
Such Things are done. 

Caſt. Your L ordſhip's Wrongs have been 

So great, that you with Juſtice may complain; 
But ſuffer us, whoſe younger Minds ne'er felt 
Fortune's Deceits, to court her as ſhe's fair: 

Vere ſhe a common Miſtreſs, kind to all, 

Her Worth wou'd ceaſe, and half the World grow idle. 
Acaſt. Goto, y' are Fools, and know me not; I've learnt 
Jong fince to bear Revenge, or ſcorn my Wrongs, 
According to the Value of the Doer. 

You both wou'd fain be great, and to that End 
Defre to do Things worthy your Ambition. 

Go to the Camp, Preferment's nobleft Marr, 

Where Honour ought to have the faireſt Play, you'll find 
Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent, and Faction, 
Almoſt in ev'ry Band: How many Men 2 

Have ſpent their Blood in their dear Country's Service, 
Yet now pine under Want, while ſelfiſh Slaves, 
That ev'n wor'd cut their Throats whom now they 

fawn on, | 

Like deadly Locuſts eat the Honey up, 

Which thoſe induſtrious Bees fo hardly toil'd for! 
Caf. Theſe Precepts ſuit not with my active Mind 
Methinks I wou'd be buſy. 

Pel. So would I, : 
Not loiter out my Life at home, and know 
No farther than one Proſpect gives me Leave. 

Acaft. Buſy your Minds then, ſtudy Arts and Men; 
Learn how to value Merit, though in Rags, 

And icorn a proud ill-manner'd Knave in Office. 

Enter Serina. Monimia, and Maid. 

Ser. My Lord, my Father! 

Acaſt. Bleſſings on my Child, 

My little Cherub. what haſt thou to aſk me? 

Ser. I bring ycu, Sir, moſt glad and welcome News: 
The young Chamont, whom you've ſo often wiſh'd for, 
Is juſt arriv'd, and entering. 

Acaſt By my Soul, 
And all my Honours, he's moſt dearly welcome ; 
Let me receive him like his Father's Friend. 


Enter 
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| Enter Chamont. 
Welcome, thou Relict of the beſt-lov'd Man: 
Welcome from all the { urmoils, and the Hazards 
Of certain Danper, and uncertain Fortune ; 
Welcome as happy Tidings after Fears. 
Cham. Words wou'd but wrong the Gratitude I owe 


u: \ 
Shou'd \ begin to ſpeak, my Soul's fo full, 
That I ſhould talk of nothing elſe all Day. 
Aon. My Brother! 
Cham. Ch my diſter! let me hold thee 
Long in my Arms. I've not beheld thy Face 
Theſe many Days; by Night l've often ſeen thee 
In gentle Dreams, and ſatisfy'd my Soul 
With fancy'd Joys, till Morning Cares awak'd me. 
Another Siſter ! ſure it muſt beſo; 
Though I remember well I had but one: 
But | feel ſomething in my Heart that prompts, 
And tells me the has Claim and wage! there. 3 
Acaſt. Young Soldier, you've not only ftucy'd War, 
Courtſhip, I fee, has been your Pradice too, 
And may not prove unwelcome to my Daughter. 
Cham. Is ſhe your Daughter ? then my Heart told true, 
And I'm at leaſt her Brother by Adoption: 
For you have made yourſelf to me a Father, 
And by that Patent | have Leave to love her. 
Ser. Moximia, thou halt told me Men are falſe, 
Will flatter, feign, and make an Art of Love: 
Is Chamont fo! No, ſure, he's more than Man, 
Something that's near Divine, and Truth dwells in him, 
Acaſt. Thus happy, who wou'd envy pumpous Pow'r, 
The Luxury of Courts, or Wealth of Cities ? 
Let there be Joy thro' all the Houſe this Day! 
In ev'ry Room let Plenty flow at large, 
It is the Birth-day of my Royal Maſter : 
| You have not viſited the Court, Chamont, 
Since your Return ? | 
Cham. I have no Bus'neſs there ; 
J have not flaviſh l emperance enough 
T attend a Fav'rite's Heels, and watch his Smiles, 
Bear an ill Office dove me to my Face, 
And thank the Lord that wrong'd me for his Favour. 
 Heeft, I his you could do. [To bis Sons. 
Caſt, I'd ſervo my Prince, | Acaft. 
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Acaft, Who'd ſerve him? 

Caft. I would, my Lord. 

Pol. And I; both would. 

Acaſt. Away ; 
He needs not any Servant ſuch as you : 
Serve him ! he merits more than Man can do ! 
He is ſo good, Praiſe cannot ſpeak his Worth: 
So merciful, ſure he ne'er flept in Wrath; 

So jult, that were he but a private Man, po, 
He cou'd not do a Wrong. How wou'd you ſerve him? 
Caſt. I'd ſerve him with my Fortune here ai home, 

And ſerve him with my Perſon in his Wars, 
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him. 
Pol. Die for him, 
As ev'ry true- born loyal Subject ought. 
Acaſt. Let me embrace you both: Now by the Souls 
Of my brave Anceſtors, I'm truly happy; 
For this be ever bleſt my Marriage-Day, 
Bleſt be your Mother's Memory that bore you, 
And doubly bleſt be that auſpicious Hour 
That gave ye Birth Yes, my aſpiring Boys, 
Ye ſhall have Buſineſs, when your Maiter wants you. 
'You cannot ſerve a nobler: I have ſerv'd him; 
In this old Body yet the Marks remain 
Of many Wounds. I've with this Tongue proclaim'd 
His Right, ev'n in the Face of rank Rebellion ; 
And when a foul-mouth'd Traitor once prophan'd 
His ſacred Name, with my good Sabre drawn, 
Ev'n at the Head of all his giddy Rout, 
] ruſh'd, and clove the Rebel to the Chine. 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. My Lord, th' expected Gueſts are juſt arriv'd. 
Acaſt. Go you, and give em Welcome and Reception. 
Cham. My Lord, I ſtand in need of your Aſſiſtance 
In ſomething that concerns my Peace and Honour. 


Acaſt. Spoke like the Son of that brave Man I lov'd : 
So freely, friendly we convers'd together. 


_ Whate'er it be, with Confidence impart it, 
'l hou ſhalt command my Fortune and my Sword. 

Cham. I dare not doubt your Friendſhip, nor your 
Juſtice, rg, 

Your Bounty ſhewn to what I hold moſt dear, 

My Orphan Siſter muſt not be forgotten ! 


dealt. 
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Acaſt. Prithee no more of that, it grates my Nature. 
Cham. When our dear Parents dy d, they dy'd together, 
One Fate ſurpris'd em, and ore Grave receiv'd em; 
My Father with his dying Breath bequeath' d 
Her to my Love: My Mother, as ſhe lay 
Languiſhing by him, call'd me to her Side, 
Took me in her fainting Arms, wept and embrac'd me; F 
Then preſſed me cloſe, and as ſhe obſerv'd my Tears, t 
Kifs'd them away: Said ſhe, Chamont, my Son, 9 
By this and all the Love I ever ſhew'd thee, 
Be careful of Monimia; watch her Vouth; x 
Let not her Wants betray her to Diſhonour : ; 4 
Perhaps kind Heav'n may raiſe ſome Friend. Then figh'd, i 
Kiſt me again; ſo bleſs'd us, and expir'd. 
Pardon my Grief. op 
Acaft. It ſpeaks an honeſt Nature. | 
Cham. * Friend Heaven rais'd was you, you took 
| es . En 
An Infant, Rs FI Deſart World expos'd, 
And prov'd another Parent. 
Acaft. I've not wrong'd her. 
Cham. Far be it from my Fears. 
Acaſt. Then why this Argument? [bear it. 
Cham. My Lord, my Nature's jealous, and you'll 
Acaſt. Go on. 
Cham. Great Spirits bear Misfortunes hardly : 
Good Offices claim Gratitude ; and Pride, 
Where Pow'r is wanting, will uſurp a little, | 
And make us (rather than be thought behind-hand) 
Pay Over-price. | | 
Acaft. I cannot gueſs your Drift ; 
Diſtruſt you me? 
Cham. No, but I fear her Weakneſs 
May make her pay her Debt at any Rate ; 
And to deal freely with your Lordihip's Goodneſs, 
I've heard a Story lately much diſturbs me. found 
Acaft. Then firſt charge her! and if th' Offence be 
Within my Reach, tho' it ſhould touch my Nature, 
In my own Off-ſpring, by the dear Remembrance 
Of thy brave Father, whom my Heart rejoic'd in, 
Fd proſecute it with ſevereſt Vengeance. IE. 
Cham. I thank you from my Soul. 
Man. Alas my Brother 


What 
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What have I done? and why do you abuſe me ? 
My Heart quakes in me; in your ſcttled Face, 
And clouded Brow, methinks I ſce my Fate: 
You will not kill me! | 

Cham. Prithee, why doſt talk ſo? | 

Mon. Look kiadly on me then: I cannot bear 
Severity; it daunts, and does amaze me; 

My Heart's ſo tender, ſhould you charge me rough, 

I ſhould but weep, and anſwer you with Sobbing. 
But uſe me gently like a loving Frother, 

And fearch through all the Secrets of my Soul. 

Cham. Fear nothing, I will ſhew my lelf a Brother, 
A tender, honeſt, and a lov ng Brother. | 
Vou' ve not forgot our Father? 

Mon. I ſhall never. 85 

Cham. Ihen you'll remember too, he was a Man 
That liv'd up to the Standard of his Honour, 

And priz'd that Jewel more than Mines of Wealth: 
He'd not have done a ſhameful Thing but once, 
Tho' kept in Dwl:neſs from the World, and hidden, 

He could not have forgiv'n it to himſelf. 

This was the only Portion that he left us; 

And II more glory in't, than if poſſet 

Of all that ever Fortune threw on Fools. | 

Twas a large Truſt, and mult be manag'd nicely ; 

Now if, by any Chance, Monimia, 

You have ſoil'd this Gem, and taken from its Value, 

How will you account with me? | 

Nu. I challenge Envy, 

Malice, aud all the Practices of Hell, 

To cenſure all the Actions of my paſt 

Uahappy Life, and taint me if they can! 

Cham. T'!] tell the then; three Nights ago, as I 
Lay Muſing in my Bed, all Darkneſs round me, | 
A ſudden Damp ſtruck to my Heart, cold Sweat 

Dew'd all my Face, and Trembling ſeiz'd my Limbs ; 
My Bed ſhook under me, the Curtains ſtarted, + 
And to my tortur'd Fancy there appear'd | 
The Form of 'Thee, thus beauteous as thou art ; 

Thy Garments flowing looſe, and in each Hand 
A wanton Lover, which by Turns careſs'd thee 
With all the Freedom of unbounded Pleaſure : E 1 
I ſnatch'd my Sword, and in the very Momeat 1 
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Darted it at the Phantom, ftraight it left me: 
Then roſe and call'd for Lights, when, O dire Omen 
I found my Weapon had the Arras pierc'd, 

— where that famous Tale was interwoven, 

ow the unhappy Theban ſlew his Father. 

Mon. And for this Cauſe my Virtue is ſuſpected ! 
Becauſe in Dreams your Fancy has been ridden, 

I mult be tortur'd waking ! 

Cham. Have a care; 

Labour not to be juſtify'd too faſt : = 

Hear all, and then let Juſtice hold the Scale. 

What follow'd was the Riddle that confounds me: 

Through a cloſe Lane, as I purſu'd my Journey, 

And meditating on the laſt Night's Viſion, | 

I ipy'd a wrinkled Hag, with Age grown double, 
Picking dry Sticks, and mumbling to herſelf ; 

Her Eyes with ſcalding Rheum were gall'd and red; 
Cold Paſy ſhook her Head, her Hands ſeem'd wither'd, 
And on her crooked Shoulders had ſhe wrapt 

The tatter'd Remnant of an old ſtrip'd Hanging, 
Which ſerv'd to keep her Carcaſs from the Cold; 

So there was nothing of a Piece abour her : 

Her lower Weeds were all o'er ccarfely patch'd 

With diff rent colour'd Rags, black, red, white, yellow, 
And fecm'd to ſpeak Variety of Wretchednefs : 
FT af'd her of my Way, which ſhe inform'd me; 

T hen crav'd my Charity, ard bad me haſtzn 

Jo fave a Siſter : At that Word I ſtarted ! 

Nen. The common Cheat of Beggars every Day 
They flock about our Doors, pretend to Gifts | 
Of Prophecy, and telling Fools their Fortunes. 

Cham. Oh! but ſhe told me ſuch a Tale, Monima, 
As in it bore great Circumſtance of Truth; 
Caſtalis and Polydere, my Siſter. 

Vn. Hah! . 

Cham. What, alter'd ! does your Courage fa'l ? 

Now by my Father's Scul the Witch was honel ; 
Anſwer me, if thou haſt not loſt to them | 
Thy Honour at a fordid Game? 

Mor. I will, | | 
T muſt, fo hardly my Misfortune loads me. 
That both have offer'd me their Loves, moſt true. 

Cham. And tis as true too, they have both undone thee. 


M 2M. 
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Mon. Though they both with earneſt Vows 
Have preſt my Heart, if e' er in Thought I yielded 
To any but Caftalio ——— Et 
Cham. But Caſlaizo ? "A 
Mon. Still will you croſs the Line of my Diſcourſe. 
Yes, I confeſs that he has won my Soul 
By gen'rous Love, and honourable Vows : 
Which he this Day appointed to compleat, 
And make himſelf by holy Marriage mine. 
Mon. Art thou then ſpotleſs ? halt thou ſtill preſerv'd 
Thy Virtue white, without a Blot untainted ? [Pray'rs ! 
Mon. When I'm unchaſte may Heaven reject my 
Or more, to make me wretched, may you know it! 
_ Cham. Oh then, Mani mia, art thou dearer to me 
Than all the Comforts ever yet bleſt Man. 
Put let not Marriage bait thee to thy Ruin. 
'Truſt not a Man; we are by Nature falſe, 
Diſſembling, ſubti], cruel, and unconſtant : 
When a Man talks of Love, with caution truſt him; 
But if he ſwears, he'll certainly deceive thee : 
I charge thee let no more Caſfalio ſoothe thee ; 
Avoid it as thou would'ft preſerve the Peace 
Of a poor Brother, to whoſe Soul th' art precious. 
Moz. I will! [Ones 
Cham. A as cold, when next you meet, as great 
When Merit begs ; then ſhalt thou ſee how ſoon 
His Heart will cool, and all his Pains grow eaſy. [Ex. 
Mon. Yes, I will try him ; torture him ſeverely ; 
For, Oh Caſfalis ! thou too much haſt wrong d me, 
In leaving me to Polydore's ill * 7 
He comes; and now for once, Oh Love, ſtand neuter, 
Whilſt a hard Part's perform'd ! for I muſt tempt, 
Wound his ſoft Nature, tho' my own Heart akes for't. 


[ Exit A 
Enter Caſtalio. 

Caſt. Monimia, Monimia !—— She's gone; 
And ſeem'd to part with Anger in her Eyes; 
I am a Fool, and ſhe has found my Weakneſs ; 
She uſes me already like a Slave 
Faſt bound in Chains, to be chaſtis'd at Will, 
"Twas not well done to trifle with my Brother; 
J might have truſted him with all the Secret, 
Open'd my filly Heart, and ſhewn it bare. 
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But then he loves her too ; but not like me. 
I am adoating honeſt Slave, deſign d 
For Bondage, Marriage-Bonds, which I have ſwora 
To wear: It is the only I hing I cer 
Hid from his Knowledge; and he'il ſure forgive 
The firſt Tranſgreſſion of a wretched Friend 
Betray'd to Love, and all its little Follies. 
Enter Polydore, and Page at the Door. 
Po!. Here place yourſelf, and watch my Brother 
| throughly: | | | 
If he ſhould chance to meet Moni mia, make 
Juſt Obſervation of each Word and Action; 
Paſs not one Circumſtance without Remark : 
Sir, "Us your Office, do't, and bring me Word. [ Ex. Pol. 
| Enter Monima. 
Caſt. Moni mia, my Angel ! 'twas not kind 
To leave me like a] urtle here alone, 
To droop and mourn the Ablence of my Mate. 
W hen thou art from me every Place is defart, 
And J, me:hinks, am ſavage and forlorn ; 
Thy Preſence only tis can make me bleſt, 
Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. 
Aa. O the bewitching Tongues of faithleſs Men! 
"Tis thus the falſe Hyæna makes her Moan 
To draw the pitying Traveller to her Den ; 
Your Sex are ſo, ſuch falſe Diſſemblers all, 
With Sighs and Plaints y' entice poor Women's Hearts, 
And all that pity you, are made your Prey. 
Ca/?. What means my Love? Oh, how have Ideſerv'd 
This Language from the Sov'reign of my Joys! !? 
Stop, ſtop thoſe Tears, Moni mia, for they fall 
Like bancful Dew from a diſtemper'd Sky; 
[ feel em chill me to the very Heart. 
Min. Oh, you are falſe, Caſtalis, moſt foriworn. 
Attempt no farther to delude my Faith; 
My Heart is fixt, and you ſhall ſhak't no more. | 
Cat. Who told you fo? what hell-bred Villain durſt 
Prophane the ſacred Buſineſs of my Love? ll̃!nere, 
Mou. Your Brother, knowing on what Terms I'm 
Ti unhappy Object of your Father's Charity, | 
Licentiouſly diſcours'd to me of Love, 
And durit affront me with 1E brutal Paſſion. 


Caſt. 
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Caf. Tis I have been to blame, and only I; 
Falſe to my brother, and unjuſt to thee. 

For, Oh! he loves thee too, and this Day own'd it, 
Tax'd me with mine, and claimed a Right above me. 

Mi. Ard was your Love fo very tame, to ſhrink ; 
Or rather than loſe him, abandon me? 

Caft. I, knowing him precipitate and raſh, 

To calm his Heat, and to conceal my Happineſs, 
Seem'd to comply with his unruly Will; 

Talk'd as he talk'd, and granted all he aſk'd; 

Leſt he in rage might have our Loves betray d, 
And I for ever had Mani mia loſt. 

Mn. Could you then? did you? can you own it too? 
*Twas poorly done, unworthy of yourle!f! Ss 
And I can never think you meant me fair. 

Caſt. Is this Monimia ? ſurely no; till now 
T ever thought her Dove-like, ſoft, and kind. 

Who truſts his Heart with Woman's ſurely loſt : 
Lou were made fair on purpoſe to undo us, 
While grecdily we ſnatch th” alluring Bait, 
And ne'er diftruſt the P-iiſen that it hides. 

or, Vo hen Love ill-plac'd would find a Means to 
Break | | | 

Cajt. It never wants Pretcnces or Excuſe. 

Mu. Man therefore was a Lord-bke Creature made, 
Rough as the Winds, ard as inconſtant too: 

A !of:y Aſpett given him for Command, 

Kafity foften'd, when he would betray. 

Like conqu'ring Tyrants, you our Breaſts invade, 
Where you are pleas'd to {orage for a while; 

But ſoon you find new Conqueſts out and leave 
The ravag'd Province ruinate and waſte. 

If fo, Ca ia, you have ferv'd my Heart, 

I {rd that Deſolation's ſettled there, 

And | ſhall ne'er recover Peace again 

C. Who can hear this and bear an equal Mird ! 

Since you will drive me from you, | muſt go; 

But. Oh Movimia ! When th' haſt ban'ſh'd me, 

No creeping Slave, though tract able and dull, 

A: artful Woman for her Ends would chuſe, 

Snall ever dote as | have done: For, Ch! 

No Tongue my Pl: aſure nor my Pains can tell. 

Tis Heaven to have thee, and without thee IIell. * 

N. 
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Mon. Caſtalio ! ſtay l we muſt not part. I find 
My Rage ebbs out, and Love flows in apace. 
Theſe little Quarrels Love mult necds forgive, 
They rouſe up drowſy Thoughts, and wake my Soul. 
Oh! charm me with tne Mutick of thy Torgue ; 
I'm ne'cr ſo bleit as when | hear thy Vows, 
And liſten to the Language of thy Hearr. 

Caſt. Where am II ſurely Paradiſe is round me, 
Sweets planted by the Hand of Heav'n grow here, 
And every ſenſe is full of thy PerieQion. 
To hear thee ſpeak might calm a mad Man's Frenzy, 
Till by Attention he forgot his Sorrows ; | 
But to behold thy Eyes, th' amazing Beauties, 
Might make him rage again with Love, as I do. 
Jo touch thee's Fleaven, but to enjoy thee, Oh! 
Thou Nature's whole Perfection in one Piece; 
Sure framing thee Hcaven took unuſual Cate, 7 
As its own Beauty it deſign'd thee fair; 


And form'd thee by the beſt-lov'd Angel there Ex ( 


—_— 


ATT I. 
Enter Polvdore, ard Page. 
Pol. W R E they fo kind? Expret3 it to me all 
| In Words, 'twill make me think I fy 1: too 
Page. At firſt I thought they had been mortal Foes ; 
Mui mia rag' d, Caſtalio grew diſturb'd; 
Each thought the other wrong'd ; yet both ſo haughty, 
"they ſcorn'd Submiſſion, though Love all the wh ie 
'Fhe Rebel play'd, and ſcarce could be contaiu'd. 
Pol. But what ſucceeded ? 
Page. Ch 'was wond'rous pretty ! 
For of a ſudden all the Storm was ratt, 
A gentle calm of Love ſucceeded it: 
Aonimia ſigh'd and bluſh'd, Caſlalio ſu re; 
As you, my Lord, I well remen ber, did 
To my young Sitter in the Qrange-Greie, 
When I was firit preferr'd to be your Page. 
Fol. Happy Cuftaliy ! Now by my v:cert Soul, 
M' ambitious Soul, that languiilkes to Glory, : 
Ill have her yet, by my belt Hopes 1 will, 
Sie mall be mine, in ſpite of all ker urts. 
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But for Cafalio why was I refus'd ? 
_ Has he ſupplanted me by ſome foul Play ? 
Traduc'd my Honour? Death! he durſt not do'ts 
It muſt be ſo : We parted, and he met her, 
Half to Compliance brought by me; ſurpriz'd 
Her finking Virtue, till ſhe yielded quite ; 
80 Poachers baſely pick up tired Game, 
| iy the fair Hunter's cheated of his Prey. 
oy! 
Page. My Lord! : | 
Pol. Go to your Chamber, and prepare your Lute : 
Find out ſome Song to pleaſe me, that deſcribes 
Women's Hypocriſies, their ſubtil Wiles, 
Betraying Smiles, feign'd Tears, Inconſtancies; 
Their painted Outſides, and corrupted Minds; 
The Sum of all their Follies, and their Falſhoods. 
Enter Servant. 
Serv. Oh the unhappy'ſt Tidings Tongue e'er told! 

Pol. The Matter! hs * , | 

Serv. Oh! your Father my good Maſter, - 

As with his Gueits he fat in Mirth rais'd high, 
And chas'd the Goblet round the joyful Board, 
A ſudden Frembling ſeiz'd on all his Limbs ; 
H's Eyes diftorted grew; his Viſage pale! 
Ilis Speech forſook him; Life itſelf ſeem'd fled, 
And all his Friends are waiting now about him. 

Enter Acaſto leaning on two. 

Acaft. Support me, give me Air; I'll yet recover; 
"TI was but a Slip, decaying Nature made; 

For the grows weary near her Journey's End. 
Where ate my Sons? Come near, my Pol dare; 
Your Brother; where's Caſfalis? 

Serv, My Lord, 
I've ſcarch'd. as you commanded, all the Houſe ! 
He and Monimi a are not to be found. 

Acafia No: to be found! then where are all my 

| Friends? *'Tis well; | 
hope they 'i pardon an unhappy Fault 
My unmannerly Infirmity has made! 
Heath could not come in a more welcome Hour; 
For I'm prepar'd to meet him, and, methinks, 
Would live and die with all my Friends about me. A 
| ter 
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Enter Caſtalio. 

Caft. Angels preſerve my deareſt Father's Life, 
Bleſs i it with long, uninterrupted Days 
Oh ! may he live till Time itſelf deca;, 
Tili good Men wiſh him dead, or I offend kim ! 

Acaft. Thank you, Caſtalio; give me both your Hands, 
Ard bear me up; I'd walk: So, now metiunr”, 
1 appear as great as Hereuices himſelf, 
Supported by the Pillars he had rais'd. 
__ Caf My Lord, your Chaplain. 

Acaſt. Jet the good Mar. enter. 

Chap. Heav'n guard your Lordſhip, and relcre your 

ralth. 

Acaſt. I have provided for thee, if I die: 
No Fawnivg ! tis a Scandal to thy Office, 
My Sons, as thus united, ever l:ve ; 
And fur ti” Eſtate, you un bnd when I am bead, 
] have divided it betwixt you both, 
Equally parted, as you ſhar'd my Love ; ; 
Only to {wect Moni mia I've bequeath'd 
Fen thouiand Crowns; a little Portion for her, 
To wed her honourably as ſhe' > born. 
Pe not leſs Friends becauſe you're Brothers; ſhun 
The Man that's ſingular, his Mind's unſound, 
Elis Spleen o'erweighs his Brains; but above all, 
Avoid the politic, the factious Fool, 
Due buſy, buzzing, talking, harden'd Knave. 
The quaint {mooth Rogue, that fins againſt his Reaſon ; 
Calls ſaucy loud Suſpicion, publick Zeal, 
And Mutiny, the Dictates of his Spirit: 
Be very careful how you make new Friends. 
Men read not Morals now; twas a Cuſtom : 
But all are to their Father's V ices born; 
Ard in their Mother's Ignorance are bred, 
Let Marriage be the laſt mad Thing you do, 
For all the Sins and Follies of the paſt. | 
If yon have Children, never give them Knowledge, 
»Twill ſpoil their Fortune; Fools are all the Faſhion; 
Tf you've Religion, keep it to yourſelves ; 
Atheiſts will elſe make uſe of Toleration, 
And laugh you out on't : Never ſhew Religion, 
Except you mean to paſs for Knaves of Conſcience, 
And cheat believing Fools that think ye honeſt, 

B 3 Enter 
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Enter Serina. 


Ser. My Father! 
Acaſt. My leart's Darling! 
Ser, Let my Knees 


Fix to the Earth. Ne'er let my Eyes have Reſt, 
But wake and weep, till Heav'n reſtore my Father. 
Acaſt. Riſe to my Arm, and thy kind Pray 'rs are 
anſwer'd. OR 
For thou'rt a wond'rous Fxtract of all Gocineſs, _ 
Born for my ſoy, and no Fain's felt when ncar tlce, 
Chamant ! | = 
Enter Chamont. 

Cham. My Lord, muy prove nat an unlucky Omen 
Many I fee are waiting round about you, 

ne to ak a Bleffing too 

Acaſt. lay it thou be happy ! 

Chan Where? 

Araſi In all thy Wiſhes. 

Cham. Confirm me 1a, and. make this Fair One mine: 
TI am urp:aQtis'd in the Trace cf Courtin p. 
Ard know not how to deal Love out wit: Art: 

Onſels in Love ſcem belt ike thoſe in Var, 
Fierce, refolute, and done With ali the Force; 
Sol would open my whole Heart at once, 
And pour out the Abundance of my Soul. 

Acuſt. & hat ſays Serina? Cant thou love a Soldier? 
One born to Honour, and to Honour bred ? 

One cht has learnt to treat e' en Foes with Kindneſs ; 
To wrong no good Man's Fame, nor praiſe himſelf ? 

Ser. Oh! name not Love, ior that's ally d to Joy, 
And Joy mult be a Stranger to my Heart, 

Waen you're in Danger. May Chamont's good Fortune 
Render him lovely to ſome happier Maid ! | 
Whillt I at friendly Diſtance ſee him bleit, 

Praiie the kind Gods, and wonder at his Virtues. 

Acaſt. Coamant, purlue her, conquer and poſſeſs her, 
And, as my Son, a Third of all my Fortune 
Shall be thy Lot, | . 

But keep thy Eyes from wand' ting, Man of Frailty. 
Beware the dangerous Beauty of the Wanton, 

Sh-n their Enticements ; Ruin like a Vulcure 
Wals on their Conqueſts: Falſhood too's their Buſineſs, 
They put falte Beauty off to all the World. 1 
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Ute fal Endearments to the Fools that love'em, 
and when they marry, to their filly Huſbands 
4 hey bring falſe Virtue, broken Fame aud Fortune. 
Man. II ar ye that, my Lord? 
Fol. Yes, niy fair Mon: or, 0'd Me walways talk thus. 
Acaſt. Chamnt, you told me of ſome Doubts that preſt 
Are y ou yet {atisfy'd that I'm your Friend ? [YOu 
Cham. My Lord, I would not loſe that Satt i astion 
For any B! elliag 1 could w:#h for: 
As tomy Fats | already [ have lot 'em; 
They ne'er ſhal! vex me more, nor trouble von. 
ca l. I thank; cu. Daughter, you muſt do ſo tco 
My Friends, 'tis late; | 
N QW'.3 i. 1K Ditorder feems all pait a aud W 
An! Imetuiuks begin to feel new Heal: 
C A. auld you bat reſt, it m ght TC; ove vou quite, 


—_ 


A.. Yes, Fit to Bed; old Men mutt humour 


: Weirknels:; 
Let me have Muſick then, to l-I! ard chaſe 
This melancholy ThouIgtt of Death away, Faight ! 
Good-night! my Friends, Havn guard ve all! Gocd- 
1% morrow 2 we'll falate the Pax. 
Fd out new Pleaſures. and redeem lo Time. 
[Ex. all but Cha: rng ain. 

e. Hiſt, hiſt, Sir Crav. ty, 2 Vord with vou. 

Ct. With me, Sir! 

Clam. IF vou're at Leiſure Sir, we'll waſte an . 
Lis yet too ſoon to ſleep, and 'twill be Charity 
To lend your Converſation to a Stranger. 

Chap. Sir, you're a Soldier? 

Cham. Yes. 

Chap. 1 love a Soldier ; 

And had teen one myſelf, but that my Parents 
Would make me what you ſee me: Yet I'm honeſt, 
For a!l I wear Black. 

Cm. And that's a Wonder. 

Have you had long Dependance on this Family? 

C-51p. T have not thought it fo, becauſe my Time's 
Spent pleaſantly, My Lord's not haughty nor imperious. 
Nor I grively whimſical ; he has good Nature, 

And I nave Manners : 
His Sons too are civil to me, becauſe 
I do not pretend to be wiſer than they are; 


32 The ORPHAN, 
I mecvie With no Man's Buſineſs but my own; 
I riſe in a Moring early, ſtudy moderately, 
Eat and drink chearfully, live ſoberly, 
Take my innocent Plea: ures frcely; 
So meet with Reſpect, and am e the Fell of tlic family. 
Cram. i'm glad donate ſo happy. 
A plealant Fellow this, and may be uſcſul, 
Knew y ou my Father the old Ci aumont © 
C-4p. I did, and was molt ſorry when we loi n. 
Cham. W hy 2 did thou love him ? [(Lriend. 
Chap. Ev*ry body lov d him; beftdes he was my Matter's 
Cham. I could embrace thee for chat very Notion. 
If tnou didſt love my Father, | could think 
Thou would'ſt not be an Encmy to me. 
Chap. I can be no Man's Foe, 
_ Cham. Then prythee tell me, 
Think'ſt thou the Lord Cafta/zo loves my Siſter ? 
Nay, never ſtart. Come, come, I krow thy Office 
Opens thee all the Secrets of the Family. 
Then if thou'rt honeſt, nſe this Freedom kirdly, 
C5ap. Love your Siiter ! 
Cram. Ay, love her. 
Chap. Sir, I never aſk'd him, 
And wonder you ſhould aſk it me. 
Chum. Nav, but thou'rt an Hypocrite; is there n not one 
Of all thy Tribe that's honelt in your Schoo's ? 
I he Pride of your Superiors makes ye Slaves: 
Ye all live loathlome, ſneaking, ſervile Lives; 
Not free enough to practiſe gen rous Truth, 
Though ye pretend to teach it to the World. 
Chap. I would deſerve a better Thought from you. 
Cham. If thou wouldſt have me not contemn thy Cffice 
And Character, think all thy Brethren Knaves, 
Thy Trade a Cheat, and thou its worſt Profeſſor, 
Inform me; for I tell thee, Prieſt, I'll know. 
Chap. Either he loves her, or he much has wrong'd her. 
Cham. How wrong'd her? have a care, for this may lay 
A Scene of Miſchief to undo us all. 
But tell me, wrong'd her, ſaidſt thou? 
Chap. Ay, Sir, wrong'd her. 
Cham. This is a Secret worth a Monarch's Fortune: 
What ſhall I give thee for't ! thou dear Fh) ſician 
Of ſickly Souf, unfold this Riddle to me, 
And comfort mine Chap. 
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Chap, I would hide nothing from you willingly. 
Cham. Nay then again thou'rt honeſt. Would'ft thou 

Chap. Yes, if I durlt [tell me 

Cham. Why ? what aftrights thee ? | 

Chap. You do, 

Who are not to be truſted with the Secret, 

Cham. Why, I am no Fool. 

Chap. So indeed you ſay. 

Cham. Prythee be ſerious then. 

Chap. You feel am ſo, 
And hardly ſhall be mad enough To- night 
'To truſt you with my Ruin. 

Cham. Art thou then 
So far concern'd in't? What has been thy Office? 
Curſe on that formal ſteady Villain's Face 
Juſt ſo do all. Bawds look; nay, Bawds, they ſay 
Can pray upon Occaſion, talk of Heav'n, | 
Turn up their gogling Eye-balls, rail at Vice, 
Diſſemble, lye, and preach like any Prieſt, 
Art thou a Bawd ? | | 
Chap. Sir, I'm not often us'd thus, 

Cham. Be juſt then. =, 

Chap. So I hall be to the Truſt. 
That's laid upon me. 

Cham. By the reverenc'd Soul 
Of chat great honeſt Man that gave me Being, 

Tel! me but what thou know'ſt concerns my Honour, 
And it I e'er reveal it to thy Wrong 5 
May this good Sword ne'er do me Right in Battle ! 
May I ne'er know that bleſſed Peace of Mind, 

That dwells in good and pious Men like thee ! 

Chap. I ſee your Temper's mov'd, and Iwill truſt yew 

Cham. Wilt thou? | 

Chap. I will ; but if it ever ſcape 10 u 

Cham. It never ſhall. 

Chap. Swear then. 

Cham I do, by all 
That's dear to me, by th' Honour of my Name, 
And that Pow'r I ſerve, it never ſhall. 

Chap. Then this good Day when all the Houſe was buſy; 
When Mirth and kind Rejoycing fill'd each Room, 
As I was walking in the Grove I met them. 

Cham What Ons” the Grove together ? tell 

EE” 


me. 
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How, walking, ſtanding, fitting, lying, hah 
Chap. I, by her own Appointment, met them there, 
Receiv'd their Marriage-V ows, and join'd their Hands. 
Cn. How ! marry'd ! | 
Chap. Yes, Sr. 
Chuan Then my Souls at Peace: 
Eu: w y woult you ſo long delay to give it? 
C5 . Not knowing wh¹at Reception it may find 
Wich eld 4ca/o; may be [| was too cautious 
10 truſt tie Secret from me. 
Cham. What's the Cauſe | 
I cannot gueſs, thoagh "tis my Siſter's Honour, 
I do not like this Marriage, | 
Huddled 7th” dark, and Cone at too much Venture; 
he Buſineſs looks with an unlucky Face. 
deep ſtill the Secret; for it ne'er ſhall 'icape me, 
Not ev'n to them the new-match'd P-jir. Farewel. | 
Belicve my Truth, and know me for thy Friend. [Ex. 
Entcr Caſtalio and Monimia. 1 
CA. Young Cbamont and the Chaplain! fure "tis they 
No Matter what's contriv'd, or who conſulted, 
Since my Mai ia's mine; though this iad Look 
Seems re good bod ng Omen to her Bliſs; 
Elle pry hee ell me why that Look caſt down? 
Why that tac Sigh as if thy Heart was breaking? 
Ven. Cj ie, T am thinking what we've done: 
The tear aly P:wers were ſure difpleas'd 'I'c-Gay 3 
For at the Ceremony as we ſtood, 
And as your Hard was kingly juin'd with mine; 
As be good Prict pronounc'd the facred Words, 
Phon grew big, and I could not forbear. 
Tears drown'u my Eyes, and Trembliag ieiz'd my Saul. 
Mint ſbou'd that mewn? 
Cat. Ob, tuo art tender all! 
Gerte ard bind as ff mpatl iſing Nature! 
Wien a hd Story has Leen tcid, I've ſeen 
Ty ile Breaſts with fofr Compaſſion ſwell'd, 
Sve up and down, aud heave like dying Birds; 
But row let Fear be bamih'd, think no more 
Cf Danger; for there's Safety in my Arms, 
Let them receive thee : Heav'n grows jealous now; 
Sare (he's too geod for ary mortal Creature! 
I cou'd grow wild, and praiſe thee ev'n to Madneſs, 1 
Bat 
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Put wherefore do | dally with my Bliſs? 

The Night's far ſpent, and Day draws on apace ; 

To Bed, my Love, and wake till | come thither. 
Pal. So hot, my Brother? [Polydore at the Door. 
Mon. Twill be Imp ble: 

You know your Father's Chamber's next to mine, 

And the leaſt Noiſe will certainly alarm him. 
Caf, Impeoſiidle ? impoilblc? alas! 

I;'t poſſible to live one Hour without thee ? 

Let me behold theſe Eyes; they'il tell me Truth, 

Haſt thou no Longing : Art thou {ll the ſame 

Cold, icy Virgin? No! thou'rt alter'd quite: 

Haſte, haſte to Bed, and let looſe all thy Wiſhes. 

Nan. * Fis but one Night, my Lord; I pray be rul'a, 
Cat. Try if th'ait Power to ſtop a flowing Tide, 

Or in a Jem eſt make the Scas be calm; 

And when that's done, i'il conquer my Deſires: 

No more, my Bleſſing. What ſhall be the S gu? 

When £a!! 1 come ; tor to my Joys Il ſteal, 

*mit Iuc'er had paid my Freedom for them. | 
M.. jut three ſaſt S rokes upon the Chimberdyuor ; 

And at that 8 nal you hall gain Admittance: | 

Lat Cak Hot tue rat Word; for if you fhou'd, 

1% terey heard, and all will be betray'd. 

„. Cu! daubt if nat, dleheöj,; wir Toys 

$41! be as fllent as tn Eeftatic Bliis 

Ut Souls, thut cy Intelligence converse: 

Inmortal Pieniufes hall our Senies Crown, 

+ 2046 at mall be leit, aud every Power Gtigty's * 


HA u, wy Lore; fieſt cake this Kits. Now halle 
lan, tor na. to come, yet grudge each Mi unte putt. 


Ex. t. Ver 
My Der her wand ring toc ſo late this Way * 
Pe. Calis 
EF. vy F:{i4;re, how doſt thou? 
How dees cur Lacher: Is he well recover d. 
Fel. 1 læft nim h pliy re pos'd to Kelt ; 
He's R. Ii as gay as if bis Liic Wa: jung. 
But hiv dos fair Minima“! 
Call. Douwiel well: | 
A cruel Eazy with her Conqueſt ple s'd 
s always joytul, and ker Mind iu duch. 
Fol. Is fhe the ame 040ntme didi AN 
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May we not hope ſhe's made of mortal Mould ? 

Caſt. She's not Woman elle: 

Teo I'm grown weary of this tedious Hoping 3 ; 
We've in a barren Deſart ſtray'd too long. 

Pol. Yet may Relief be une vrected found, 
And Love's ſweet Manna cover all the Field. 
Met ye To- day? 

Ct. No; ſhe has ſtill avoided me: 

Her Brother tos is jealous of her grown, 

And has been hinting ſomething to my Father. 

I with I'] never meddled with the Matter: 

And wou'd enjoin thee, Peiydore 

Pol. To what ? 

Cg. Jo leave this peeviſh Beauty to herſelf. 

P,!. What, quit my Cove? as ſoon I'd quit ad Poſt 
In Fight, and like a Coward run away. 

No, by my Stars, I'll chaſe her till ſhe yields 
To me, or meets her Reſcue in another. 
Ct. Nay, ſhe has Beauty that might ſhake the 
Leagues | 
Of mighty Kings, and ſet the World at odds: 
Bit I have wordrous Reaſons on my Side, 
That wou'd pertuade thee, were they known. 

Po.. Then ſpeak 'em: 

What are they ? Came ye to her Window here 
Io learn *em now? Caftalio, have a Care; 

Ui honeſt Dealing with your Friend and Brother, 
Believe me, I'm not with my Love ſo blinded, 
But can diſcern your Purpoſe to abuſe me: 
Quit your Pretences to her. 

C-# Grant f do; 

You love Capitulations, Fe lxdore, 
And but upon Conditions would oblige me. 

Pal. You ſuy you've Reaſons; why are they con- 

ceal'd? 
Caf. To-morrow I may tell you: 
It is a Matter of ſuch Circumſtance, 
As I muſt well conſult e'er I reveal. 
But prithee ceaſe to think I wou'd abuſe thee, 
Jill more be known. 

Pol. When you, Cafta/to, ceaſe 

To meet Manimia unknown to me, 


And then deny it flaviſhly, Dl ceaſe 


To 
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To think Caſtalis faithleſs to his Friend: 
Did I not ſee you part this very Moment ? 
Caf. It ſeems you've watch'd me then? 

Pol. I ſcorn the Office. 

Caſt. Prithee avoid a Thing thou may'ſ repent. 

Pol. That is, henceforward making Leagues with you. 

Caſt. Nay, if y're angry, Polydare, good Night. Exit. 

Pol. Good Night, Caſtalio, if y're in ſuch Haſte, 
He little thinks I've over-heard th Appointment : 
But to his Chamber's gone to wait a while, 

Then come and take Poſſeſſion of my Love: 
This is the utmoſt Point of all my Hopes; 
Or now ſhe muſt, or never can be mine. 
Oh ! for a Means now how to counterplot, 
And diſappoint this happy elder Brother: 
In ev'ry thing we do or undertake, 
He ſoars above me, mount what Height I can, 
And keeps the Start he got of me in Birth. 
Cordelio! © | | 

Enter Page. 

Page. My Lord! 

Pol. Come hither, Boy. 
Thou haſt a pretty forward lying Face, 
And may'it in Time expect Preterment ; canſt thou 
Pretend to Secrecy, cajole and flatter 
Tay Maſter's Foilies, and aſſiſt his Pleaſures ? 

Page. My Lord, I could do any thing, for you, 
Ard ever be a very faithful Boy. 

Command, whate'er's your Pleaſure I'll obſerve; 
Be it to run, or watch, or to convey 

A Letter to a beauteous Lady's Boſom ; 

At leaſt, 1 am not dull, and ſoon ſhould learn. 

Pal. 'Tis Pity then thou ſhould'it not be employ'd. 
Gg to my Brother, he is in his Chamber now 
Undrefiing, and preparing for his Rett ; 

Find out ſome Means to keep him up awhile : 

Tell him a pretty Story that may pleaſe 

His Ear: Invent a Tale, no Matter what: 

If he ſhould aſk of me, tell him I'm gone 

To Bed, and ſent you there to know his Pleaſure, 

Whether he'll hunt To-morrow. Well ſaid, Pehdore, 

Diſſemble with thy Brother! That's one Point. 

But do not leave him till he's in his Bed, 9 
r 
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Or if he chance to walk again this Way, 
Follow, and do not quit him, but ſeem fond 
To do him little Oſices of Service. 
Perhaps at laſt it may offend him ; then 
Retire, and wait till I come in. Away: 
Succeed in this, and be employ'd again. 
Page. Doubt not, my Lord: He has been alwcys Eind 
To me; would often ſet me on his Knees, 
Then give me Sweet meats, call me pretty Boy, 
And aſk me what the Maids talk'd of at Nights. 
Pol. Run quickly then, and proſp'rous be thy Wiſhes. 
3 [Exit Page. 
Here I'm alone and fit for Miſchief ; now 
To cheat this Brother, wil'c be honeſt n ? 
I heard the Sign ſhe order'd him to give. 
Oh for the Art of Proteus, but to change 
Th' unhappy Polyoore to bleſt Caſtalio! 
She's rot io well acquainted with him yet, 
But I may fit her Arms as well as he. 
Tuen when I'm happily poſſeſt of more 
'Toan Senſe can think, all looſen'd into Joy, 
Jo hear my diiappointed Brother come, 
And give tne enregarded Signal; Oh! 
V nat a malicious Pleaſure will that be ! 
1K rliree 107% Strokes againſt the Chamber Door, 
Eut freak rot the Text Word; for if you ſhould, 
I's bncly heard, and we are both be... 5d. 
Dow Iadore a Miſtreſe that contrives 
With Care to lay the Boũneſs of her Joys ! 
Oae that har Wit to charm the very Soul! 
Ard givea double Kehſf to Dehgic! 
Bleſt Hcav'rs aſliſt me but in this dear Hour, 
And my kind S urs he but propitious now, 
Dios £ of me hereafter as you pleaſe, 
hifninmia! Dinimial [ Gi-vcs the Sign, 
{2.74 at the Tindow.) Who's there? 
Fes. "Tin bo: 
Aluid. My Lord Coftal.s ? 
Pol 3 he jiame. 
How dots my | ove, my dear Meonimia ? 
Mid. Oh ! | 
Enc worder much at your unkind Delay; 
Ye. 've daid io long that at each little Note 
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The Wind but makes, ſhe aſks if you are coming. 
Pol. Tell her I'm here, and let the Door be open'd. 
Now boaſt, Caſalio, triumph now, and tell 
Thyſelf ſtrange Stories of a promis'd Bliss. 
[ The Door anbolts. 
It opens: Hah ! what means my trembling Fleſh ! 
Limbs, do your Office, and ſupport me well, 
Bear me to her, then fail me if you can. 
| Enter Calta'io and Page. | 
Page. Indeed, my Lord, "twill be a lovely Morning: 
Pray let us hunt. 
Caſt. Go you're an idle Pratler, 
JI ſtay at home 'T'o-morrow ; if your Lord 
"Thinks fit, he may command my Hounds: Go leave me, 
I muſt to Bed. | 
Page. I'll wait upon your Lordſhip, 
If you think fit, and ſing you to Repole. 
Caft. No my kind Boy, the Night is too far waſted ; 
My Seufes too are quite difrob'd of Thought, 
And ready all with me to go to Reſt. 
Good Night; Commend me to my Brother. 
Page. Oh! „„ 
Vou ncver heard the laſt new Song I learn'd ; 
It is the ſinen, pretiiefi Song indeed, | 
Of my Lord and my Lady, ycu know who, that were 
| caught | 
Together, you know where, My Lord, indeed it is. 
Caſt. You mult de whipt, Voungſter, if you get ſuch 
S rgs as thoſe are. 
What Means this Boy's Impertinence To-night ? 
Pag, Why, what mutt I fing, pray, my dear Lord? 
CA. Plaims, Child, Piaims. : 
P.:ve, Cdear me! Boys that go to School learn Pialms: 
Put beges, that are beuer bred, ſing Lampoous. 
Ce Wel, leave me; I'ma weary. 
Fase Ch! but you promis'd me, laſt time I told you 
what Colour my Lady Aonimia's Stockings were cf, and 
that ſhe garter'd them above Ei.ce, that you wou'd give 
mea lutle Horſe to goa Homig upon, fo you cid. III 
tell you no more Stories, except you keep your Word 
With me. 
Ct. Well go, you Tr.ter, and To-morrow . me. 
age. 
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Page. Indeed, my Lord, I can't abide toleave you. 
Cafe. Why, wert thou inſtructed to attend me? 
Page. No, no, indeed, my Lord, I was not; 

But I know what I know. | 
Caſt. What doft thou know? Death! what can all this 

Page. Oh! Iknow who loves Somebody. [mean? 
Caft. What's that to me, Boy? 

Page. Nay, I know who loves you too. 

_ Cafe. That's a Wonder! prythee tell it me, 

Page. "Tis——'tis—lT know who—-but will 

You give me the Horſe then? ; 

Caft, I will, my Child. | | 

Page. It is my Lady Mani mia, look you, but don't you 
tell her I told you : She'll give me no more Play-things 

then. I heard her ſay fo, as ſhe lay a Bed, Man. 

Caſt. Talk'd ſhe of me when in her Bed, Corde/io 2 
Page. Yes, and I ſung her the Song you made too ; 

And ſhe did ſo ſigh, and look with her Eyes; | 

And her Breaſts did ſo lift up and down; I could have 

found in my Heart to have beat 'em, for they made me 

aſham'd. | | 

Caſt. Hark! What's that Noile ? 

Take this, begone, and leave me. £2 

You Knave, you little Platterer, get you gone. Exit Page. 

Surely it was a Noife, Hiſt — only Fancy. es 

For all is huſh'd, as Nature were retir'd, 

And the perpetual Motion itanding ſtill. 

So much the from her Work appears to ceaſe, 

And ev'ry warring Element's at Peace; 

All the wild Herds are in the Coverts couch'd; 

The Fiſhes to their Banks or Ooze repair'd, 

And to the Murmurs of the Waters ſicep ; 

The feeling Air's at reſt, and feels no Noiſe, 

Except of ſome ſoft Breaths among the Trees, 

Rocking the harmleſs Birds that reſt upon em. 

_ *Tis now that, gu ded by my Love, I go 

To take poilefiion A Monimia's Ams. 

Sure Polydore's by this Time gone to Bed. 

At Midnight thus he U:'rer ſteals untrack'd 

To make a Viſt to his hoarded Gold, 

And feaſts his Eyes upon the ſhining Mammon. [ Knccts. 

She hears me not, ture the already ſleeps. 


Her Wiſhes could not brook fo long Delay, 


And 
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And her poor Heart has beat itſelf to reſt, [Knocks again. 


AMurimia ! my Augel—hah——not yet—- 
How long's the ſhorteſt Moment of Delay, 

To a Heart impatient of its Pangs like mine, 
In Sight of Eaſe, and panting to the Goal? Knocks again. 
Once more — 


Maid. Who's there 

That comes thus rudely to diſturb our Reſt? 

2ſt. Tul. | X | 

M. id. Who are you, what's your Name? 

C-ft. Suppoſe the Lord Caſtalio. 

Maid. I know you not, 

The Lord Cafalis has no Buſineſs here, 

Caſt. Hah! have a Care; what can this mean? 

Whoe'er thou art, I charge thee to M.nimia fly; 

Tell her I'm here and wait upon my Doom. | 
Maid. Whoe'er ye are, ye may repent this Outrage; 

My Lady mult not be diſturb'd. Gcod - night 
Caſt. She muſt, tell her ſhe ſhall ; go, I'm in haſte, 

And bring her Tidings from the State of Love; | 

Th' are all in Conſultation met together, 

How to reward my Truth, and crown i.er Vows. 
Maid. Sare the Man's mad ? | 
Caſt. Or this will make me ſo; 

Obey me, or by all the Wrongs I ſuffer, | 

I'll fcale the Window, and come in by Force, 

Let the fad Conſequence be what it will ; 

This Creature's trifling Folly makes n:e mad ! 

Maid My Lady's Anſwer is, You may depart ; 

She ſays ſhe knows you: you are Pehdore, 

Sent by Caftalio, as you were To-day, 

T' affront and do her Violence again. 

Caft. Pl not believ't. 

Maid. You may, Sir. | 
Caſt. Curſes blaſt thee ! | | 
Maid. Well, *tis a fine cool Ev'ning! and I hope 

May cure the raging Fever in your Blood. 

 Good-night. 
Caf. And farewell all that's juſt in Woman! 
This is contriv'd, a ſtudied Trick to abuſe 

My eaſy Nature, and torment my Mind: 
Sure now ſhe as bound me faſt, and means to lord it, 
To rein me hard, and ride me at her Will. | 1 
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Till by Degrees ſhe hape me into Fool, 

For all her future Uſes. Death and Torment 3 
"Tis Impudence to think my Soul will bear it: 
Oh, I could grow ev'n wild, and tear my Hair! 
Tis well, Moximia, that thy Empire's ſhort ! 
Let but To- mortow, but Jo- orrow come, 
And try if all tay Arts appeaſe my Wrong ; 
Tul when, be this deteited Place my Bed, [Lies dun. 
Where Iwill ruminate on Woman's Iils; 
Laugh at myſelf, aud curſe th? inconttant Sex: 
Faithleſs M. ui nia] On Mmnimia ! 


Enter Er acito. 
Ern. Either 


My Senle has been de luded, or this Way 
] Leard the Sound of Sorrow! tis late Night, 


And none, whoſe Mind's at Peace, would wander now. 
Caſt. Mho's there? 


Ern. A Friend. 
Caf. If thou art fo, retire, 
And leave this Place; fur I wayld be alone. 
Era. Caftulivu ! My Lord, why in this Poſture, 
Stretch'd on the Ground? your honeſt true old Servant, 


Your poor Fru. cann2t ſee you thus 3 
Riſe, I beſcecn you. 


Cat. If thou art Erneſts, 
As by thy Honeſty thou ſeem'ſt to be, 
Once leave me to my Folly. 

Frn. I can't leave you, 
And not the Reaſon know of your Dsds 
Remember how, when young, I in my Arms 
Have often borne you, pleas d you in your Pleaſures, 
And ſought an early Share in your Aitection : 
Do not diſcard me now, but let me ſerve you. 

Caft. Thou canſt not ſerve me. 

Era Why? 

Caſt. Becauſe my Thoughts 


Are full of Woman; thou, poor Wretch, art paſt em. | 
E-n. I hate the Sex. 


C.. Then Pm thy Friend. Erneſto. [ Riſes. 

I'd leave the World for him that hates a Woman? 
Woman, the Fountain of all human Frailty ! 

What mighty Ills have not been done by Woman? 

Who a d the __ ? A Woman. 


Vho 
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Who loſt Myrk Anthony the World? A Woman. 
Who was the Cauſe of a long ten Years War, 

And laid at la't old Troy 1n Ahes ? Woman ! 
Deftructive, da:nnable, deceitful Woman! 
Woman to Man firit as a bleſſing giv'n; 

When Innocence and Love were in the Prime, 
Happy awhile in Paradiſe they lay, 

But quickly Woman long' d to go aſtray; 

Some foolith new Adventure needs mut prov e, 
And the firſt Devil ſhe faw, ſhe chang'd her Lore; 
To his Temp: ations lewely the inclin'd | 
Her Soul, and for an Apple dama'd Mankind. 


Srreuxt. 


— 


ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
Acaſto ſelus. 


Porn be the Morn ng tnat has brought me Health 3 3 


A happy Relt has ſoften'd Pain away, 
And I'll forget it, though my Mind's not well; 
A heavy Melancholy clogs my Heart; 
J droop and ſigh, I know nut why. Dark Dreams, 
Sick Fancy's Cnildren, have been over-buſy, 
And all tne Night play'd Farces in my Bains: 
Methought 1 ad — Mid- night Raven cry; 
Wak'd with th' imagin'd Noiſe, my Curtains ſeem' d 
To ſtart, and at my Feet my Sons appear'd, | 
Like Ghoſts, all pale and ſtiff, I ſtrove to ſpeak, 
But could not : Suddenly the Forms were loſt, 
And ſeem'd to vaniſh in a bloody Cloud. 
Twas odd, and for the preſent ſhook my Thoughts; 
But '"twas th' Effect of my diſtemper d Blood; 
And when the Health's diſturb'd, the Mind's unruly, 
Enter Polydore, 

Good Morning, Palyaore. 

Pol. Heav'n keep your Lordſhip. | 

Aca ſt. good og) yet ſeen Caſtalio To day? 

Pol. My Lord, tis early Day; he's hardly riſen. 

Acaſt. Go, call him up, and meet me in the Chapel. 


[Exit Polydore. 
For 
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For as I waking lay (and fure my Senſe 
Was then my own) methought I acard my Son 
Caftalta's Voice; but it ſeem'd low and mournful : 
Under my Window too | thought I herd it: 
M' untoward Fancy could not be deceiv'd 
In every Thirg : and I will ſearch the Truth out. 
Enter Monimia, and her Maid. 
Already up, M:nimia ! you role 
Thus early ſurely to outſhine the Day 
Or was there any Thing that croſe'd your Reſt ? 
They naughty Taoughts that would not let you 
. | | 
An, Wham are my Thoughts, my Lord, I've 
0 learnt | EY, 
By your Example to correct their Ills, 
And Morn and Evening give up the Account. | 
Acafl. Your Pardon, iweet One, I upbraid you rot; 
Or if | would, you are ſo good, I could not. | 
Though I'm deceiv'd, or you're more fair To-day ; 
For Beauty's heightened in your Cheeks, and all 
Your Charms ſcem up, and ready in your Eyes. 
Mon. The little Share I have 's ſo very mean, 
That it may eaſily admit Addition; 
Though you, my Lord, ſhould moſt of all beware 
To give it too much Praiſe, and make me proud. | 
Acaſt. Proud of an old Man's Praifes! No, Manimia ! 
But if my Prayers can work thee any Good, 
Thou ſhalt not want the largeſt Share of 'em : 
Heard you no Noiſe To-night ? 
Mon. Noiſe! my good Lord ! 
Acafl. About Midnight. 
Mon. Indeed, my Lord, I don't remember any, 
Acaſt. You muſt ſure ! went you early to your Reſt? 
Men. About the wonted Hour. Why this _— ? 


Aide. 
Aeaſt. And went your Maid to Bed too ? | 
Mes. My Lord, I gueſs fo; 
I've ſeldom known her diſobey my Orders. 
Acafl. Sure Goblins then, or Fairies haunt the Dwelling ; 
III have Enquiry made through all the Houſe, 
But I'll find out the Cauſe of theſe Diſorders. _ 
Good Day to thee, Monimia—T'll to Chapel. ¶ Ex. Acaſt. 
Mon. I'll but diſpatch ſome Orders to my * 
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And wait upon your lordſhip there. 
I fear the Prieſ has play'd us falſe; if ſo, 
My poor Caftalio loles all for me: . 
wonder though he made ſuch Haſte to leave me; 
Was't not unkind, Florella? ſurely *twas ! 
He ſcarce afforded one kind parting Word, 
But went away ſo cold; the Kiſs he gave me, 
Seem'd the cold Compliment of ſated Love. 
Would I had never marry'd ! 
Mes Methinks 
The Scene's quite alter d; I am not the ſame ; 
I've bound up for myſelf a Weight of Cares, 
And how the Burden will be borne, none knows. 
A Huſband may be jealous, rigid, falle ! 
And ſhould Caftalio e er prove ſo to me, 
So tender is my Heart, ſo nice my Love, 
T would ruin and dictract my Reſt for ever. 
Maid. Madam, he's coming. 
Mon. Where, Florella ? where? 
Is he returning? To my Chamber lead; 
I'll meet him there the My'ſtries of our Love 
Should be kept private as religious Rites, 
From the unhallow'd View of common Eyes. 
| [Exit. Mon. and Maid. 
Enter Caſtalio. 
Caſt. Wiſh'd Morning's come! And now upon the 
Plains | 
And diſtant Mountains, where they feed their Flocks, 
The happy Shepherds leave their homely Huts, 
And with their Pipes proclaim the new-born Day. 
The luſty Swain comes with his wel}-fill'd Scrip 
Of healthful Viands, which, when Hunger calls, 
With much Content and Appetne he eats, 
To follow in the Field his daily Toll, 
And drefs the grateful Glebe, that yields him Fruits, 
The Beaſts that under the warm Hedges flept, 
And weather'd out the cold bleak Night, are up, 
And looking tow'rds the neighb'ring Paſtures, raiſe 
The Voice, and bid their Fellow-Brutes Good-morrow ; 
The chearful Birds too, on the Tops of Trees, 
A ſſemble all in Choirs, and with their Notes 
Salute and welcome up the rifing Sun. | 
| There's 
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There's no Condition ſure ſo curs'd as mine; 
I'm marry'd ! 'Sdeath ! I'm ſped. How like a Dog 
Look'd Hercules, thus to a Diſtaff chain'd ? | 
Maonimia ! oh Monimia ! 
Eater Monimia and Maid. 

Mon. I come, 
I fly to my ador'd Caftalio's Arms, 
My Wiſhes Lord. May ev'ry Morn begin 
Like this ; and with our Days our Loves renew. 
Now I may hope y'are ſatisfy d 


[ Locking 1. nguiſhingly on bim. 
Coft. I am n | 


Well ſatisfy' d, that thou e ee 
Man. What? ipeak : 
Art thou not well, Cafta/i ? Come lean > 
Upon my Breaſt, and tell me where”: thy Pain. 
Caſt. 'Tis here; 'tis in my Head; tis in my Heart; 
Tis every where; it rages like a Madneſs ; 
And I moſt wonder how my Reaſon holds. 
Nay, wonder not, Monimia : ' he Slave 
You thought you had ſecur'd within my Breaſt, 
Is grow! a Rebel, and has broke his Chain, 
And now he walks there like a Lord at large. 
Mn. Am I not then your Wife, your lov'd Meonimia ? ? 
I once was ſo, or I've molt ſtrangely dreumt, 
What ails my Love ? 
Cat. Whate'er thy Dreams have been, 
Thy waking Thoughts ne'er meant Ceſtalis well. 
No more, M:n:imia, of your Sex's Arts, 
They're uſcleſs all: I'm not that pliant Tool, 
That neceſſary Utenſil you'd make me; 
I know my Charter better I am Nan, 
Obſtinate Man; and will not be enſlav'd. 
Mon. You ſhall not fear't: Indeed my Nature's ay ; 
Fl ever live your moſt obedient Wife! 
Ner ever any Privilege pretend 
Beyond your Will: for that ſhall be my Law: '% 
Indeed I will not. 
Ci. Nay, you ſhall not, Madam; 
By yon bright Heav'n, you ſhall not: All the Day 
I' play the Tyrant, and at Night forſake thee; 
"Fill by afflick ions, and continu'd Cares, 
I've worn thce to a homely Houiheld Drudge : 


Nay, 
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Nay, if I've any too, thou ſhalt be made 
Subſervient to all my looſer Pleaſures, 
For thou haſt wrong'd Caſtalio. 
Mon. No more ; 
Oh kill me here, or tell me my Cfence, 
Pll never quit you elſe ; but on theſe Knees, 
Thus follow you all Day, till they're worn bare; 
And hang upon you like a drowning Creature. 
Ca ſtalio 
Ca. Away; laſt Night, laſt Night. 
Mon. It was our Wedding Night. 
Caſt. No more; forget it. 
Mon. Why ? Do you then repent ? 
Caf. I do. 
Man. Oh Heaven ! 
And will you leave me thus? Help, help, Florella. 
[ He drags her to the Dor, and breaks from her, 
Help me to hold this yet lov'd crucl Man. 
Oh, my Heart breaks—1'm dying. Oh ſtand off; 
I'll not indulge this Woman's Weakneſs; ſtill 
Chaft and fomented let my Heart {well on, 
Till with its Injuries it burſt, and ſhake 
W:th the dire Blow this Priion to the Earth. | 
Maid. What ſad Miſtake has been the Cauſe of this? 
Mon, Caft alia ! On! how often has he ſwore. 
Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 
E'er he would falſify his Vows tome! 
Make haſte, Confution, then; Sun, loſe thy Light, 
And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth; 
For my Ca/ttiv's falſe | | 
111i4. Unhappy Day! 


Mon. Falſe as the Wind, the Water, or * Weather ; 3 


Cruel as Tygers o'er their trembling Prey: 
T feel him in my Breaſt, he tears my Heart, 
And at each Sigh he drinks the gaiking Blood; 
Mat I be long in Pain? 
Enter Chamont. 
Cbam. In Tears, Moni mia 
Ma. Whoe'er thou art, 
Leave me alone to my belcy'd Deſpair. 
Cham, Lift up thy Eyes, and iee who comes to chear 


Tell me the Story of thy Wrongs, and then (chee ! 


See if my Soul has Rel, ill thou halt Jaitice. 


Mon 
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Mon. My Brother! 

Cham. Yes, Moni mia, if thou think'ſt 
That I deſerve the Name, I am thy Brother. 

Mon. Oh Caftalia ! 

Cham. Hah! 

Name me that Name again! my SouPs on Fire 
Till I know all: There's Meaning in that Name, 

J know he is thy Huſband : Therefore truſt me 

With all the following Truth — 

Man. Indeed, Chamont, | 
There's nothing in it but the Fault of Nature : 

I'm often thus ſeiz'd ſuddenly with Grief, 
I know not why. | 

Cham. You ule me ill. Noni nia 
And I might think with Juſtice moit ſeverely 
Of this unfaithful Dealing with your Brother. 

Mon. Truly, I'm not to blame: ſuppoſe I'm fond 
And grieve for what as much may pleaſe another? 
Should I upbraid the denreſt Friend on Earth 
For the firſt Fault? you would rot do fo; would you? 

Cham. Not, if I'd cauſe to think it was a Friend. 

Man. Why do you then call this unfaithful Dealing? 
T ne'er conceal'd my Soul from you before : 

B.ar with me now, and ſearch my Wounds no farther ; 
For every Probing pairs me to the Heart 

Cham. Tis ſign there's Danger in't, and muſt be prob'd. 
Where's 40 our new Huſband ? Still that Thought diſ- 

„ X*; 700 | 
What! only anſwer me with Tears? C-flalo! 

Nay, now they ſtream; _ 

Cruel, unkind 1 Is't not ſo? 

Mi. I cannot ſpeak, Grief flows ſo faſt upon me. 
2 choaks, and will not let me tell the Cauſe. 

h 

Cham. My Moni mia, to my Soul thou'rt dear, 
As Honour to my Name: Dear as the Light 
To Eyes but juſt reftor'd, and heal'd of Blindneſs. 
Why wilt thou not repoſe within my Breaſt 
Tae Aaguiſh that tormeats thee ? . 
Men. Oh! I dare not. | | 

Cham. I have no Friend but thee: We muſt confide 
In one another : Two unhappy Orphans, | 
Alas, we are, and when I ſee thee grieve, 


Methinks 
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Methinks it is a Part of me that ſuffers. 
Mon. Oh, ſhouldſt thou know the Cauſe of my lamenting 
I am fatisfy'd, Chamont, that thou would'ſt ſcorn me; 
Thou would ſt deſpiſe the abject loſt Monima ; 
No more would'ſt praiſe this hated Beauty: But 
When in ſome Cell diſtracted, as I ſhall be, 
Thou ſeeſt me lie; theſe unregarded Locks 
Matted like Furies Treſſes; my poor Limbs 
Chain'd to the Ground, and ſtead of the Delights 
Which happy Lovers taſte, my Keeper's Stripes, 
A Bed of Straw, and a coarſe wooden Diſh, 
Of wretched Suſtenance; when thus thou ſeeſt me, { 
Prithee have Charity and Pity for me ; | if 
Let me enjoy this Thought. : it 
Cham. Why wilt thou rack 3 1 
My Soul fo long, Monimia? Eaſe me quickly; 
Or thou wilt run me into Madneſs firſt. 

Mon. Could you be ſecret? 1 
Cham. Secret as the Grave. | 9 
Mon. But when I've told you, will you keep your Fux 

Within its bounds ? Will you not do ſome raſh 1 
And horrid Mifchief? For indeed, Chamont, 
You would not thiak how hardly I've been us'd i 
From a near Friend ; from one that has my Soul 
A dlave, and therefore treats it like a Tyrant. 
Cham. I will be calm; but has Caftaln wrong'd thee ? 
Has he already waſted all his Love? 
What has he done? Quickly, for I'm all trembling 
With Expectation of a horrid Tale. 
Mon. Oh! could you think it! 
Cham. What? 
Mon. I fear he'll kill me. 
Cham. Hah! 5 i 
Mn. Indeed I do; he's ſtrangely cruel! to me : 
Which if it laſt, I'r1 ſure muſt break my Heart. 
Cham. What has he dons ? 
Mon. Moſt barbarouſly us d me: 
Nothing ſo kind as he when in my Arms! 
In thouſand Kiſſes, tender Sigks and Joys, 
Not to be thought again, the Night was waſted ; 
At Dawn of Day he roſe, and left his Conqueſt. 
But when we met, and I with open Arms 
| Ran to embrace the Lord of all my Wiſhes, | 
. Oh then C Cham 
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Cham. Go on! | 
Mon. He threw me from his Breaſt, 

Like a deteſted Sin. 

Cham. How ? 

Mon. As I hung too 
Upon his Knees, and begg'd to know the Cauſe, 
He dragg'd me like a Slave upon the Earth, 
And had no Pity on my Cries. 

Cham. How ? did he . 
Daſh thee diſdainfully away with Scorn ? 

Mon. He did! and more I fear, will ne'er be Friends, 
Though I ftill love him with unbated Paſſion. ; 
— Cham. What, throw thee from him! | 

Mon. Yes, indeed he did. 

Cham. So may this Arm | 
Throw him to th' Earth, like a dead Dog deſpis d: 
Lameneſs and Leproſy, Blindneſs and Lunacy, 
Poverty, Shame, Pride, and the Name of V illaia, 
Light on me, if Caſtalio, 1 forgive thee. 

Mer. Nay, now Chamont, art thou unkind as he is: 
Didſt thou not promiſe me thou would be calm? 
Keep 9 Diſgrace conceal'd? Why ſnouldſt thou kill 

aim? . 


By all my Love this Arm ſhould do him Vengeance. 
Alas ! I love him ſtill ; and though I ne'er 
Claſp him again within theſe longing Arms, 
Yet bleſs him, bleſs him (Gods) where c'er he goes, 
by Enter Acaſto. 5 

Acaft. Sure ſome ill Fate is tow'rds me; in my Houſe 
J only meet with Oddneſs and Diſorder; 
Each Vaſſal has a wild diſtracted Face, 
And looks 7 full of Buſineſs as a 1 — 
In Times of Danger. Juſt this ver ment 
] met Cafalio — ; RM 
| Bax. Then you met a Villain. 
Acaft. Hah ! 
Cham. Ves, a Villain. 

 Hcaft. Have a Care, young Soldier, 
How thou'rt tos buſy with 4caffo's Fame: 
I have a Sword, my Arm's good old Acquaintance, 
Villain to thee 
+ Cham. Curſe on thy ſcandalous Age, - 
V' hich hinders me to ruſh upon thy Throat, 


And 


* 
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And tear the Root up of that curſed Bramble ! 
|  Hcaft. Ungrateful Rufhan! ſure my good old * | 
Was ne'er thy Father ; nothing of him's in thee: 
What have done in my unhappy 1 
To be thus us'd ? I ſcorn t upbraid thee Boy; 
But 1 could put thee in Remembrance 
Cham. Do. 
Acaſt. I ſcorn it | 
Cham. No, I'll calmly hear the Story, 
For I would fain know all, to ſee which Scale 
Weighs moſt——Hah ! is not that good old Acaſto? 
What have I done ? Can you forgive this Folly ? 
Acaſt. Why doſt thou aſk it? 
Cham. "Twas the rude O'erflowing 
Of too much Paſſion : Pray my Lord, forgive me, 


[ Kree/;. 
Acaſt. Mock me = Youth: I can revenge a Wrong. 
Cham. I know it well ; but for this Thought of mine, 
Pity a mad Man's Frenzy, and forget it. 
Acaſt. 1 will ; but henceforth prithee be more kind. 


{ Raijes + bia. 


Whence came the Cauſe ? 
Cham. Indeed I've been to blame; 
But [I'll learn better; for you've been my Father : : 


You've been her Father too— [ Takes Mon. by the Hard. 
Acaſt. Forbear the Prologue 
And let me know the Subſtance of thy Tale. 
Cham. You took her up a little tender Flower, 
Juſt ſprouted on a Bank, which the next Froft 
Had nipt; and with a careful loving Hand, 
Tranſplanted her into your own fair Garden, 
Where the Sun always ſhines : There long ſhe flouriſt. c 
_ Grew ſweet to Senſe, and lovely to the Eye, 
Till at the laſt a cruel Spoiler came, 
Cropt this fair Roſe, and rifled all its Gweetneſs, | 
Then caſt it like a loatafome Weed away. 
Acaſt. You talk to me in Parables, Chamor: ; 
| You may have known that I'm no u ordy Man ; 
Fine Speeches are the Inſtruments of Knaves, 


Or Fools, that uſe 'em, when they want good Senſe; 
But Honeſty 


Needs no Diſpviſe nor Ornament. Be plain 
Cham. Vour — 
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Acaſt. I've two; and both, I hope, have Honour. 

Cham. I hope fo too bu. 

Acaſt. Speak. | 

Cham. I muſt inform you, 

Once more, Caftalio= — 

Acaſt. Still Caſtalio ! 

Cham. Yes. 

Your Son IKE has wrong d Monimia. 

Acaft. Hah ! wrong' d her? 

Cham. Marry d her. 

Acaſt. I'm ſorry for't. 

Cbam. Why lorry? 

By yon bleſt Heav'n, there's not a Lord 
But might be proud to take her to his Heart. 
Acaſi. I'll not deny't. 

Cham, You dare not, by the Gods 
Lou dare not; all your Family combin'd 
In one damn'd Falſhood to out-do Caalio, 

Dare not deny't. 

Acaſt. How has Caftalio wrong'd her? = 
| Cham. Ask that of him: I ſay, my Siſter's wrong'd : 
Monimia, my Siſter, born as high Le”: 

And noble as Caſtalio Do her Juſtice, 

Or, by the Gods, I'll lay a Scene of Blood 

Shall make this Dwelling horrible to Nature. 

F'Il do't ; hark you, my Lord, your Son Caſtalio, 

Take him to your Cloſet, and there teach him Manners. 

Acaſt. You ſhall have Juftice. 

Cham. Nay— I will have Juſtice. 

Who'il ſleep in Safety that has done me Wrong? 
My Lord, I'll not diſturb you to repeat 

The Cauſe of this; I beg you (to preſerve 

Your Houſe's :.onour) ask it of Caſfalio. 

Acaſt. I will. 

Cham. Till then, farewell [ Exit. 

acaſt. Farewel, proud Boy. | 
 Monimia! 

Jon. My Lord. | 

caſt. You are my Paughter. 

Alen. J am, my [ ord, if you'll vouchſafe to own me. 

Acaſt. When you'll complain to me, I'll prove a F — 
| | xit. 

Mon. Now I'm undone for ever: Who on Earth . 
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Is there ſo wretched as Monimia ? 
Firſt by Caſtalio cruelly forſaken ; 
I've loſt Acaſſo now: His parting Frowns | 
May well inſtruct me, Rage is in his Heart: 
I ſhall be next abandon'd to my Fortune, 
Thruſt out a naked Wand'rer to the World, 
And branded for the miſchievous 1/onimia / 
What will become of me? My crue! Brother 
Is framing Miſchief, too, for ought I know, 
That may produce BIcodſhed, and horrid Murder: 
I weuld not be the Cauſe of one !vian's Death 
To reign the Empreſs of the Earth; nay, more, 
I's rather lote for ever my Caſalio, 
My dear unkind Ca/tat:s / 
Enter Polydore. 

Pi. Monimia weeping ! 
So V.orning Dews on new-blown Roſes lodge, 
By the Sun's am'rous Heat to be exhal'd. 
I come, my Love, to kiſs all Sorrow from thee, 
What mean theſe Sighs ? And why thus beats thy Heart? 
Mon. Let me alone to Sorrow : Iis a Cauſe 
None e'er ſhall know: but it ſhall with me die. 

Pol. Happy, Monimia, he to whom theſe Sighs, 
Theſe Tears, and all theſe Languiſhings, are paid! 
Jam no Stranger to your deareft Secret; 
I know your Heart was never meant for me, 
That Jewel's for an elder Brother's Price. 

Mon. My Lord! > 

Pol. Nay, wonder not; laſt Night I heard 
His Oaths, your Vows, and to my 'Torment ſaw 
Your wild Embraces: Heard the Appointment made 
I did, Mommzia, and I curs'd the Sound. 
Wilt thou be ſworn, my Love? wilt thou be ne'er 
Unkind again? | 

Mon. baniſh ſuch fruitleſs Hopes 
Have you ſworn Conltancy to my Undoing ? 
Will you be ne'er my Friend again? 

Pol. What means my Love? 

Mon. Away; what meant my Lord 
Laſt Night? Wt 

Pol. Is that a Queſtion now to be demanded ? 
I hope Monimia was not much diſpleas'd. 


Alox. Was it well done to treat me like a Proftitute ? 
| C 3 T' aſſault 
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_ T” aſſault my Lodging at the Dead of Night, 
And threaten me if I deny'd Admittance 
You ſaid you were Ca/tatio 

Pol. By thoſe Eyes 
It was the ſame; I ſpent my Time much better; 
I tell thee, ill-natur'd Fair-one, I was poſted 
To more Advantage, on a pleaſant Hil 

Of fprin gin Joy, and everlaſting Sweetneſs. 

Non. ave a Care | 

Pol. Where is the Danger near me? | 

Mon. I fear you're on a Rock will wreck your Quiet. 
And drown your Soul in Wretchednels for ever; 

A thouſand horrid Thoughts croud on my Memory. 
Will you be kind, and anſwer me one Queſtion? 
Pol. I'd truſt thee with my Life; on thoſe ſoft Bre 
Breathe out the choicelt Secrets of my Heart, 0 

Till I had nothing in it left but Love. 5 

Mon. Nay, I'll conjure you by the Gods, and Angels, 
By th' Honour of your Name, that's moſt concern'd, 

To tell me, Polydsre, and tell me truly, e 
Where did you reſt laſt Night? 

Pol. Within thy Arms 
I triumph'd : Reſt had been my Foe 3 

Mon. "I's donekaoyy | She faints, 

Pol. She faints! No help! Who waits ? A Curſe 
Upon my Vanity, that could not keep 

The Secret of my Happineſs in Silence. 
Confuſion ! we ſhall be ſurpriz d anon, 
And con tly all muſt be betray'd. 
Aonima ! She breat Monimig —— 

Mon. Well 
Let Miſchiefs multiply ! Let ev'ry Hour | 
Of my loath'd Life yield me Increaſe of Horror ! 
Oh let the Sun to theſe unbappy Eyes 
 Ne'er ſhine again, but be eclips'd for ever 

May every ching I look on ſeem a Prodigy, 

To fill my Soul with Terrors, till I quite 
Forget I ever had Humanity, 

A w a Curſer of the Works of Nature 

Pol. What means all this ? | IE. 
Mon. Oh, Polydere, if all | 
The Friendſhip e er you vow'd to good Caffalio 
Be not a Falſhood ; if you ever lov'd 


Your 
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Your Brother, you've undone yourſelf and me; | 
Pol. Which Way can Ruin reach the Man that's rich, 
As I am, in Poſſeſſion of thy Sweetneſs ? 
Mon. Oh! I'm his Wife. 
Pol. What ſays Monimia ! hah ! 
Speak that again. 
Mon. I am Caftalie's Wife. 
Pol. His marry'd, wedded Wife ? 
Men. Yeſterday's Sun 
Saw it perform'd. 
Pol. And then have I enjoy'd 
My Brother's Wife ? | 
Mon. As ſurely as we both 
Muft taſte of Miſery, that Guilt is thine. 
Pol. Muſt we be miſerable then? 
Mor. "+ 1 = 
Pol. Oh! thou may'ſt yet be happy. 
Mon. Could'ſt hos "hg _— | 
Happy, with ſuch a Weight upon thy Soul ? 
Pil. It may be yet a Secret; I'll go try 
To reconcile and bring Caſtalio to thee; 
Whilſt from the World I take myſelf away, 
And waſte my Life in Penance for my Sin. 
Mon. Then thou wouldft more undo me; heap a Load 
Of added Sins upon my wretched Head : 
Wouldft thou again have me betray thy Brother, 
And bring Pollution to his Arms? curit Thought! 
Oh ! when ſhall I be mad indeed ! 
Pol. Nay then | 
Let us embrace, and from this very Moment 
Vow an Eternal Miſery together. 
Mon. And wilt thou be a very faithful Wretch ? 
Never grow fond of chearful Peace again ? 
Wilt thou with me ſtudy to be unhappy, 
And find out Ways how to increaſe Affliction? 
Pol. We'll inſtitute new Arts unknown before, 
To vary Plagues, and make em look like new ones. 
_ Firſt, if the Fruit of our deteſted Joy 
A Child be born, it ſhall be murder d 
Man. No; | 
Sure that may live. | 
Pol. Why? 
Man. To become a Thing 
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More wretched than its Parents, to be branded 
With all our Infamy, and curſe its birth. | 
Pal. That's wel! contriv'd ; then thus let's go together, 

Full of our Guilt, diſtracted wt crc to roam, 

Like the firſt wretched Pair expel'd their Paradiſe. 

Let's find ſome Place where Adders neft in Winter, 

Loathſome and venomous : Where Poiſon« hang 

Like Gums againſt the Walls: where Witches meet 

By Night, and feed upon ſcme pamper'd Imp, 

Fat with the Blood of Babes: There we'll inhabit, 

And live up to the Height of Deſperation; 
Deſire ſhall Ianguiſh like a withering Flow'r, 

And no Diſtinc ion of the Sex be thought of. | 

Horrors ſhall fright me from thoſe pleafing Harms, ? 
And I'il ny more be calght with Beauty's Charms, 
But when I'm dying take me in thy Arms. [Ex. J 


— 


"ACT . SCENE L 
Caſtalio hing on the Ground, 
SON G. 
OME, all ye Youths, whoſe Hearts e er bid 
Py eruel Feauty's Pride; FF 
| Bring each a Garland on his Head, 
Let none his Serroxs hide : | 
But Hand in Hand around me move, 
Singing the ſadieft Tales of Lowe; 
Aud ſee, when your Complaints ye join, 
all your WWrangs can equal mine. 
IT. 
The happy Mortal once was I; 
My Heart no Serrows knew, 
Pity the Pain with which I ate ; 
But aſk not whence it grew. 
Tit if @ tempting Fair you find, 
That's very lovely, very hind, 
Though bright as Heav'n whoſe lamp ſhe bears, 
Think of my Fate, and ſbun her Snares. 


| Cap. 
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Caſt. See where the Deer trot after one another, ü 
Male, Female, Father, Daughter, Mother, Son, | 
Brother and Siſter, mingled all together : 
No Diſcontent they know, but in delightful 
Wildneſs and Freedom, pleaſant Springs, freſh — 
Calm Harbours, luſty Health and Innocence, 
Enjoy their Portion; if they ſee a Man, 
How will they turn together all, and gaze 
Upon the Monſter 
Once in a Seaſon too they taſte of Love: 
Only the Beaſt of Reaſon is its Slave, 
And in that Folly drudges all the Year. 
Enter Acaſto. 
Acaſt. Caſtalis! Caſtalio ! 
Cajt. Who's there 
So wretched but to name Caſfalio 
ea. I hope my Meſſage may ſucceed ! l 
Caft. My Father, 
Tis Joy to ſee you, tho' where Sorrow's nouriſh'd. 
Acaft. 4 m come in Beauty's Cauſe ; you'll gueſs the 
re 
Caf. A Woman ! if you love my Peace of Mind, 
Name not a Woman to me; but to think 
Of Woman, were enough to taint my Brains, 
"Till they ferment to Madveſs : Oh! my Father! 
Acaſt. What ails my Boy ? 
Caft. A Woman is the Thing 
I would forget, and blot from my Remembrance. 
Acaſt. Forget Moninua ! 
Cut. She to chooſe ; Monimia ! 
The very Sound's ungrateful to my Senſe. 
Arnſt. This might ſeem range, but you, I've found, 
| will hide 
Your Heart from me; you dare not truſt your F ather. 

Caf}. No more . 

Aceft. Is ſhe not your Wife ? 

Caſi. So much the worſe ; who loves to hear of Wife! 
When you would give all worldly Plagucs 2 Name 
Worſe than they have already, call em Wife: 

But a new-marry*d Wife's a teeming Miſchief, 
Full of herſelf! Why, what a deal of Horror | 
Has that poor Wretch to come, that wedded Veſlezday! 

Acoft. Caſtalio, you mutt go along with me, 

And ice Monimia, C Caf. 
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Caſt. Sure my Lord but mocks me: 

Go ſee Monimia ! Pray, My Lord, excuſe me, 

And leave the Conduct of this Part of Life 

To my own Choice. 

Acaſt. I ſay, no more Diſpute. 

Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong' d her. 
Caſt. Who has complain'd ? | 
Acaſt. Her Brother to my Face proclaim'd her wrong'd, 

And in ſuch Terms they've warm'd me. | 
Caſt. What Terms? Her Brother! Heav'n ! 

Where learnt ſhe that? | 

What, does ſhe ſend her Hero with Defiance? 

He durſt not ſure affront you ? 

Acaſt. No, not much. 

But 8 

Cafe. Speak what ſaid he? 

Acaſt. That thou wert a Villain: 

Methinks I would not have thee thought a Villain. 

_ Caf. Shame on th' ill-manner'd Brute 

Your Age ſecur'd him; he durſt not elſe have ſaid fo. 
Acaſt. By my Sword, 85 | 

I would not ſce thee wrong'd, and bear it vilely : 

Though I have paſs'd my Word ſhe ſhall have Juſtice. 
Coft. Juſtice ! to give her Juſtice would undo her: 

Think vou this Solitude | now have choſen, 

Left Joys juſt op'ning to my Senſe, ſought here 

A Place to curſe my Fate in, meaſur'd out 

My Grave at length, wiſh'd to have grown one Piece 

Wich this cold Clay, and all without a Caule ? 

DEE Enter Chamont. | 
Cham. Where is the Hero, famous and renown'd 

For wronging Innocence, and breaking Vows ; 

Whoſe mighty Spirit, and whoſe ſtubborn Heart, 

No Woman can appeaſe, nor Man provoke? | 
Acaſt. I gueſs, Chamont, you come to ſeek Caftalis. 
Cam. I come to ſeek the Huſband of Monimia. 
Caft. The Slave is here. 

Cham. I thought e er now to ave found you 

Atoning for the Tits you've done Chamont ; 


For you have wrong'd the deareſt Part of him. 
Monimia, young Lord, weeps in this Heart; 


And all the Tears thy Injuries have drawn 


From 
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From her poor Eyes, are Drops of Blood from hence. 

Caſt. Then you are Chamont ? 9 
Cham. Yes, and I hope no Stranger 
To great Caſtalio. 5 

Caſt. I've heard of ſuch a Man 
That has been very buſy with my Honour: 

T own I'm much indebted to you, Sir, 

And here return the Villain back again 

You ſent me by my Father. 

_ Cham. Thus I'll thank you. Ian 

Acaſt. By this good Sword who firſt preſumes to Violence, 

Makes me his Foe [| Draws and interpoſes. 

Young Man, it once was thought [To Caſt. 

I was fit Guardian of my Houſe's Honour; 

And you might truit your Share with me—— For you,. 
| [Te Cham. 

Young Soldier, I muſt tell you, you have wrong'd me: 

J promis'd you to do Monimia Right; 35 

And thought my Word a Pledge 1 would not forfeit : 

But you, I find, would fright us to Performance. 

Caſt. Sir, in my younger , wa with Care you taught me 
That brave Revenge was dus to injur'd Honour; 
Oppoſe not then the juſtice of my Sword, 

Leſt you ſhould make me jealous of your Love. 

Cham. Into thy Father's Arms thou fly ſt for Safety, 
Becauſe thou know'ſ that Place is ſanctify d 
With the Remembrance of an antient Friendſhip. 

Caft. I am a Villain, if I will not ſeek thee, 

Till I may be reveng'd for all the Wrongs 
Done me by that ungrateful Fair thou plead'ſt for. 

Cham. She wrong'd thee ! by the Fury in my Heart;. 

Thy Father's Honour's not above Monimua's ; 
Nor was thy Mother's Truth and Virtue ſairer. 

Acaft, Boy, don't diſturb the Aſhes of the Dead. 

With thy capricious Follies : The Remembrance 
Of the lov'd Creature that once fill'd theſe Arm 
| _ Cham. Has not been wrong d. | 

Caſt. It ſhall not. | 

Cham. No, nor ſhall | | 
Monimia, though a helpleſs Orphan, deſtitute 
Of Friends and Fortune, though th' anhappy Siſter- 

Of poor Chament, whoſe Sword is all his Portion, 
B'oppreſt by thee, thou proud imperious Traitor. 
Caſt, Nah ! ſet me free. | 
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Cham. Come both. 
Enter Serina. 

Ser. Alas! alas! 

The Cauſe of theſe Diſorders ; my Chamont / 
Who is't has wrong'd thee ? 

Caft. Now, where art thou fled 
For Shelter ? 

Cam. Come from thine, and ſee what Safeguard 
Shall then betray my Fears. 

Ser. Cruel Caftalio, 

She ich up thy angry Sword, and don't affright me: 
Chamont, let once Serina calm thy Breaſt, 

If any of my Friends have done thee Injuries, 

I'll be reveng'd, and love thee better fort. 

Caſt. Sir, if you'd have me think you did not take 
This Opportunity to ſhew your Vanity, | 
Let's meet ſome other Time, when by ourſclves 
We fairly may diſpute our W rongs together. 

Cham. Till then, I am Caſtaiis's Friend. 

Cat. Serina, 

Farewell, I wiſh mack Happineſs attend you. 

Ser. Chamont's the deareſt Thing 1 have on Earth; 
Give me Chamon!t, and let the World forſake me. 

Clam. Witneſs the Gods, how happy I'm in thee ! 
No beauteous Bloſſom of the fragrant Spring, 
Though the fair Child of Nature newly born, 

Can be ſo lovely. Angry, unkind ( io, 
Suppoſe I ſhould a While lay by my Paliions, 
And bea Beggar in Mozimza's Cauſe, 

Mighe | be heard ? 

Caf. Sir, *twas my laſt Requeſt, 

You would (tho' I find you will nat) be ſatisfy'd ; 
So, in a Word, M-::ima is my Scorn; 

Sne baſcly ſent you here to try my Fears, 

That was your Bufineſs ; 

No artful Proſtitute, in Falſhoods practis'd, 

To make Advantage of her Coxcomb's Follies, 
Could have done more Diſquiet vex her fort. 


Cham. Fucy:l, | Exit Cham. and Ser, 


Cal. Farewel — My Father, you ſeem troubled 
A ajt. Would I'd drow abſent when this boiſt'rous 
Brave 


Came to diiturb thee thus: I'm griev'd I hinder'd * 
| | | hy 
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Caſt. Damn her. 
Acaſt. Don't curſe her. > | 
Caſt. Did I ? 
Acaft. Yes. | 
Caſt. I'm ſorry for't. | | 
Acaſt. Methinks, as if I gueſs the Fault's but ſmall, | 
It might be pardon'd. | 
Caſi. No. | | 
Acaft. What has ſhe done? 
Caſt. That ſhe's my Wife may Heaven and you for- 
give me. 
Acaſt. Be reconcil'd then. 
Caſt. No. 1 
Acaft. Go ſee her. --— 
_ Coft, No. | 
2 t. I'll fend and bring her hither, 
Caſt. No. 
Alcaſt. For my fake, 
Cajtalio, and the Quiet of my Age. 
Acaft. Why will you urge a Thing my Nature ſtarts at? 
Acaſt. Prithee forgive her. 
Cat. Lightnings firſt ſhall blaſt me: 
T tell you, were ſhe proſtrate at my Feet, 
Full of her Sex's beſt diſſembled Sorrows, 
And all that wond'rous Beauty of her own, 
My Heart might break, but it ſhould never ſoften, 
Enter | lorella. 
Flr. My Lord, whete arc you Ch Caftalio! 
Acaſt. Hark. 
Cat. What's that? 
Flr. Oh ſhew me quickly, where's Caftalia ? | 
Acaſt. Why, what's the Lufineſs? — 
For. Oh, the poor Monimia ! | 
Cafe. H ah! | 
Acaſt. What's the Matter? 0 
Flr. Hurry'd by Deſpair, | 
She flies ma Fury over al! the Houſe, 
Through every Room of each Apartment, crying, 
Where s my Caſtalio? Give me my Caſtaliv! 
Except ſhe ſees you, ſure ſhe'll yo diſtracted. 
Caſt. Hah! will ſhe? Does the name Ca/talio : ? 
And with ſuch Tenderneſs ? Conduct me quickly 
To the poor lovely Mourner. Oh my Father! Acaſt. 


3 
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Acaſt. Then wilt thou go? Bleſſings attend thy Purpoſe - 
Caſt. I cannot hear Monimia's Soul's in Sadneſs, 
And be a Man ; my Hear: will not forget her. 

But do not tell the World you ſaw this of me. 
Acaſt. Delay not then, but haſte and cheer thy Love 
Caſt. Oh! I will throw my impatient Arms about her, 

In her ſoft Boſom figh my Soul to Peace, M 

Till through the panting Breaſt ſhe finds the Way 

To mould my Heart, and make it what ſhe will. 

Moenimia! Oh! [Exit Acaſt. and Caſt. 

Enter Monimia. | | 

Mon. Stand off, and give me Room, 

I will not reſt till I have found Caftalio, 

My Wiſh's Lord, comely as rifing Day, 

Amidſt ten thouſand eminently known. 

 Flower's ſpring up where cer he treads, his Eyes, 

Fountains of Brightneſs, chearing all about him 

When will they Kine on me ?— Oh ſtay my Soul! 

I cannot die in Peace till [ have ſeen him. 

0 | Caſtalio Re-enters. 5 

Caſt. Who talks of dying with a Voice ſo ſweet, 
That Life's in Love with it? | | 

Mon. Hark ! 'tis he that anſwers. | 

So in a Camp, tho? at the Dead of Night, 

If but the Trumpet's chearful Noiſe is heard, 

All at the Signal leap from downy Reſt, | 

And every Heart awakes, as mine does now.. 


Where art thou ? 
Caſt. Here, my Love. 
Mon. No nearer, leſt I vaniſh. 
Caſt. Have I been in a Dream then all this while? 
And art thou but the Shadow of Monima ! | 
Why doſt thou fly me thus? | 
Man. Oh! were it poſſible that we could drown 
In dark Oblivion but a few paſt Hours, 
We might be happy. 
Caf. Is't then ſo hard, Moni mia, to forgive 
A Fault, where humble Love, like mine, implores thee ? 
For I muſt love thee, though it prove my Ruin. | 
Which Way ſhall I court thee ? 
What ſhall I do to be enough thy Slave, 
And ſatisfy the lovely Pride that's in thee ? 
I'll kneel to thee, and weep a flood before hee, 


Yet 


et 
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Yet pr'ythee, Tyrant, break not quite my Heart, 
But when my Taſk of Penitence is done, 
Heal it again, and comfort me with Love. 

Mon. If I am dumb Caftalio, and want Words 
To pay thee back this mighty 'Tenderneſs ; 
It is becauſe 1 look on thee with Horror, 


And cannot ſee the Man I have ſo wrong'd. 


Caſt. Thou haſt not wrong'd me. 
Mon. Ah! alas, thou talk'tft | | 
Juſt as thy poor Heart thinks; have not I wrong'd thee? 
Caſt, No. 
Mon. Still thou wander'ſt in the Dark, Ca/!aho, 
But wilt e'er long ſtumble on horrid Danger. 
Caft. What means my Love? | 
Alon, Could'ſt thou but forgive me 
Caſt, What? | | 
Mon. For my Fault laſt Night: Alas, thou canſt not. 
Caft. I can, and do. e 
Mon. Thus crawling on the Earth 
Would I that Pardon meet; the only Thin | 
Can make me view the Face of Heav'n with Hope. 
Caft. Then let's draw near. 
Alon. Ah me! : 
Caf. So in the Fields, 


When the Deſtroyer has been out for Prey, 


The ſcatter'd Lovers of the feather'd Kind, 


Seeking when Danger's paſt to meet again, 


Make moan, and ca!l, by ſuch Degrees approach : 

Till joining thus they bill, and fpread their Wings, 

Murmuring Love, and joy their Fears are over. 
Mon. Yet have a Care, be not too fond of Peace, 

Left in Purſuance of the goodly Quarry, 

'Thou meet a n that diſlracts thee. 
Caſt. My better Angel, then do thou inform me, 

What Danger threatens me, and where it lies: 


Why didſt thou (prithee ſmile, and tell me why) 
When I flood waiting underneath the Window, 
Quaking with fierce and violent Defires ; 


The dropping Dews fell cold upon my Head, 
Darkneſs enc!os'd, and the Winds whillled round me; 
Which with my mournful Sighs made ſuch ſad Muſick, 


As might have mov'd the hardeft Heart; why wert thou 


Deaf to my Cries, and ſenſcleſs of my Pains ? 


Jen. 
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Mon. Did I not beg thee to forbear iry ? 
Read'ſt thou not —— in my . 
Wonderful Change, and Horror from within me? 

Caſt. Then there is ſomething yet which I've not 

known : 

What doſt theu mean by Horror, and Forbearance 
Of more Enquiry ? Tell me, | beg thee, tell me; 
And don't betray me to a ſecond Madneſs. 

Mon. Luft I? | | 

Ca. If lab'ring in the Pangs of Death, 
Thou would'ſt do any Thing to give me Eaſe; 
Unſold this Riddle e er my Thoughts grow wild, 
And let in hᷣ ears of ugly Form upon me. 

Mon. My E eart won't let me — it; but remember, 
Moni mia, poor Monimia, tells you this, | 
We nc'er mult meet again 

Caſt What means my Deltiny? 

For all my good or evil Fate dwells in thee : 
Ne'er meet again 

Mon. No, never. | 

Caſt. Where's the Power 3 : 

On Earth, that dare not look like thee, and ſay ſo ? 

Thou art my Heart's Inheritance; J ſerv'd | | 

A long and painful faithtul Slav'ry for thee : 

And who ſhall rob me of the dear-bought Bleſſing? 
Mon. Time will clear all; but now let this content 

.": you, 

Heav'n has decreed, and therefore I'm refolv'd 
(With Torment I mult tell thee, Cafats) 

Ever to be a Stranger to thy Love; 

In ſome far diſtant Country waſte my Life, 

And from this Day to ſee thy Face no more. 

Caſt. Where am I? Sure I wander 'midſt Enchantment, 

And never more ſhall find the Way to Reit; 

But, Oh, Meonimia ! art thou indeed refoly'd 

To puniſh me with everlaſting Abſence? 

Why turn'ſ thou from me ? I'm alone already; 

Methinks I ſtand upon a naked Beach, | 

Sighing to Winds, and to the Seas complaining, 

Whilſt afar off the Veſſel ſails away, | 

Where all the Treaſure of my Soul's embark'd, 

Wilt thou not turn ?p— Oh ! could thoſe Eyes * 2 
| ould 
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I ſhould know all, for Love is pregnant in em; 
They ſwell, they preſs their Beams upon me ftill : 
Wilt thou not ſpeak ? If we muſt part for ever, 
Give me but one kind Word to think upon, | 
And pleaſe myielf withal, whilſt my Heart's breaking. 
Mon. Ah, poor Caſtalio ! [Exit Monimia. 
Caſt. Pity, by the Gods, | 
She pities me ; then thou wilt go eternally ? 
What means all this ? Why all this Stir to plague 
A fingle Wretch ? If but your Word can ſhake 
This World to Atoms, Why ſo much ado 
With me? Think me but dead, and lay me fo. 
Enter Polydore. 
Pel. To live, and live a Torment to myſelf, 
What Dog would bear't, that knew but his Condition? 
We've little Knowledge, and that makes us Cowards, 
Becauſe it cannot tell us what's to come, 
Cat Who's there? | 
Pel, Why, what art thou ? 
Caſt. My Brother Polydore ? 
Pol. My Name is Polydore. SL 
Cay. Canſt thou inform me 
Pol. Of what? 
_ Caft, Of my Monimia? 
Pol. No, ood-day. N 
Caſt. In haſte: Be 
ethinks my Pol/ydore appears in Sadneſs. 
Pol. Indeed, and fo to me does my Caſtalio. 
Caſt. Do 1? 
Pol. Thou do'ſt. 


* 


Caf. Alas! I've wond'rous Reaſon : 
I'm ſtrangely alter d, Brother, fince I ſaw thee. 
Pal. Why? i 
Cat. Oh! to tell thee would but put thy Heart 
To Pain: Let me embrace thee but a little, 
And weep upon thy Neck; I would repoſe 
Within thy friendly Boſom all my Follies; 
For thou wilt pardon 'em, becauſe they're mine. 
Pal. Be not too credulous ; conſider firſt ; 
Friends may be falſe. Is there no Friendſhip falſe ? 
Caft. Why doſt thou ask me that ? Does this appear 
Like a falſe Friendſhip, when with open Arms 
And ſtreaming Eyes, 1 run upon thy Breaſt ? _ 
9 
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Oh, 'tis in thee alone I muſt have Comfort! 
Pol. I fear, Caſtalio, I have none to give thee. 
Caſt. Do'ſt thou not love me then? 
Pol. Oh more than Life: 
I never had a Thought of my Caftalio 
Might wrong the Friendſhip we had vow'd together. 
Hal thou dealt ſo by me ? 
Caf. I hope I have. 
Pol. Then tell me why this Mourning ; this Diſorder? 
Caſt. Oh, Paiy4ore, I know not how to tell thee ; 
Shame riſes in my Face, and interrupts 
The Story of my Tongue. 
Pol. I grieve, my Friend 385 
Knows any Thing which he's aſham'd to tell me; 
Or didft thou e' er conceal thy Thoughts from Po/ydore ? 
DE 1 
But let me here conjure thee, 
By all the kind Affection of a Brother, 
(For I'm aſham'd to call myſelf thy Friend) 
Forgive me. | 
x Pol. Well, go On. | 
Caft. Our Deſtiny contriv'd 
To plague us both with one unhappy Love! 
Thou, like a Friend, a conſtant gen'rous Friend, 
In its firſt Pangs didſt truſt me with thy Paſſion, Y 
Whilſt I till ſmooth'd my Pain with Smiles before thee, 
And made a Contract I ne'er meant to keep. 
Pol. How! i 
Caſt. Still new Ways I ſtudy'd to abuſe thee, 
And kept thee as a Stranger to my Paſſion, 
"Till Yeſterday I wedded with Monimia. 
Pol. Ah, Caſtalio, was that well done? 
Caſt. No; to conceal't from thee, was much a Fault. 
Pol. A Fault ! when thou haſt heard 
The Tale I Ml tell, what wilt thou call it then? 
Caf. How my Heart throbs ! 
Pcl. Firſt, for thy Friendſhip, Traitor, 
T cancel thus; after this Day I'll neter 
Hold Truft or Converſe with the falſe Caſtalio: 
This, witneſs Heav'n. . 
Caſt. What will my Fate do with me? 
Pve loſt all Happineſs, and know not why: 
What means this, Brother? 


Foa 
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Pol. Perjur'd, treach' tous Wretch, 
Farewel. 
Cas. I'll be thy Slave, and thou ſhalt uſe me 
Juſt as thou wilt, do but forgive me. 
Pol. Never. 
Caſt. Oh ! think a little what thy Heart is doing 
How from our Infancy we Hand in Hand 
Have trod the Path of Life in Love together; 
One Bed has held us, and the ſame Defires, 
The ſame Averſions ſtill employ d our Thoughts: 
Whene'er had I a Friend, that was not Pohaore s? 
Or Pobzdere a Foe that was not mine? | 
E'en in the Womb we imbrac'd, and wilt thou now 
For the firſt Fault, abardon and forſake me, 
Leave me amidſt Afflictions to myſelf, 
Flung'd in the Sulph of Grief, and none to help me ? : 
Pal. Go to Monimia, in her Arms thou It find 
Repoſe; ſhe has the Art of healing Sorrows. 
Caft. What Arts? | 
Pol. Blind Wretch ! thou Huſband ! there's a Queſtion! 
Go to her fulſome Bed, and wallow there, 
Till ſome hot Ruffian, Fall of Luſt and Wine, 
Come ſtorm thee out, and ſhew thee what's thy Bargain. 
Caft. Hold there I charge thee. 
Pal. Is ſhe not a 
Caft. Whore? | 1 
Pol. Ay, Whore; I. think thac Word needs no ex- 4 
plaining. þ 
Caſt. Alas ! I can forgive e en this to thee : | 
But let me tell thee, Polydore, I'm griev'd | 
To find thee guilty of ſuch low Revenge, F 
To wrong that Virtue which thou could'ſt not ruin ! L 
Pol. It ſeems I lye then I 
Caſt Should the Man | 
That e'er wore conqu'ring Sword, but dare to whiſper 1 
What thou prpclaim'ſt, he were the worſt of Liars : 
My Friend may be miſtaken. 
Pol. Damn th' Evaſion ; 
Thou mean'ſt the worſt ; and he's a baſe-born Villain 
That ſaid I ly'd. 
Cap. + draw thy Sword, and thruſt it through my 
eart; 
| There is no Joy i in Life, if thou art loſt, 
A | | A baſe- 
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A baſe-born Villain! 


Pol. Ves, thou never cam'ſt 


From old 4 aſto's Loins; the Midwife put 


A Cheat —_ my Mother, ard inſtead 
Of a true Brother, in the Cradle by me, 
Plac'd ſome coarſe Peaſant's Cub, and thou art he. 


Ca. Thou art my Brother ſtill. 
Pol. Thou ly'|. 


Caſt. Nay then: [ He draws. 
Yet } am calm. 1 | | 
Pol. A Coward's always ſo. 5 
Caſt. Ah — ah — that ſtings home: Coward ! 
Pol. Ay, baſe born Coward, Villain! 
Ci. This to thy Heart then, tho my Mother bore thee. 
Fight; Polydore 4-5ps his Savord, aud runs on Caſtalio's. 
WY Now my Caſtalio is again my Friend. 
Caft. What have I done! my Sword is in thy Breaſt. 
Pol. So | would have it be, thou beſt of Men. 


Thou kindeſt Prother, and thou trueſt Friend. 


Caſt. Ye Gods, we're taught, that all your Works are 
Juſtice : 


Yare painted merciful, and Friends to Innocence : 


If fo, then why theſe Plagues upon my Head? 


Pol. Blame not the Heav'ns ; here lies thy Fate, 


Ca,.alio ; 


Th'are not the God's, tis Polydere has wrong'd thee; 


I've ſtain'd thy Bed; thy ſpotleſs Marriage Joys 


Have been polluted by thy Brother's Luſt. 
Caft. By thee! 
Pol. Ey me; laſt Night the horrid Deed 
Was done, when all Things ſlept, but Rage and _— 
Caft, Now where's Monimia? Oh! 
Enter Monimia. 
Men. I'm here, who calls me ? 
Methought I heard a Voice, 
Sweet as the Shepherd's Pipe upon the Mountains, 
When al! his little Flock's at feed before him. 


But what means this ? here's Blood. 


Ro Ay, Brother's Blood ; | 
'd for everlaſting Pains J 
1 05, fer et me charge thee by th' eternal — 


Hurt not her tender Life 


Caf. Not kill her? Rack me, * 
— | Ye 
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Ye Pow'rs above, with all your Choiceſt Torments, 

Horror of Mind, and Pains yet uninvented, 

If I not practiſe Cruelty upon her, | 

And wreak Revenge ſome Way yet never known. 
Mon. That Taſk myſelf have finiſh'd, I ſhall die 

Before we part ; Pve drank a healing Draught 


For all my Cares, and never more ſhall wrong thee. 
Pol. Oh, ſhe's innocent. 


Caf. Tell me that Story, 

And thou wilt make a Wretch of me indeed. 

Pol. Had'ſt thou, Caftalio, us d me like a Friend, 
This ne er had happen'd ; hadſt thou let ine know 
Thy Marriage, we had all now met in Joy : 

But ignorant of that, | 
Hearing th* Appointment made, inrag'd to think 
Thou hadſt outdone me in ſucceſsful Love, 

I in the dark went and ſupply'd thy Place; 
Whilſt all the Night, *midſt our Triumphant Joys, 
The trembling, tender, kind, deceiv'd Monimia, 

_ Embrac'd, careſs'd and call'd me her Cafta/to. 

Caſt. And all this is the Work of my own Fortune: 
None but myſelf cou'd e'er have been fo curſt, 
My fatal Love, alas ! has ruin'd thee, 5 
Thou faireſt, goodly'ſt Frame the Gods e' er made, 
Or ever human Eyes and Hearts ador'd. 

I've murder'd too my Brother. | | 

Why would'ſt thou ſtudy Ways to damn me further, 
And force the Sin of Parricide upon me ? | 

Pol. Twas my own Fault, and thou art innocent; 

Forgive the barbarous Treſpaſs of my Tongue; 

"Twas a hard Violence; I could have dy'd | 

With Love of thee, e'en when I us'd thee worſt ; : 

Nay, at each Word that my Diſtraction utter'd, - | 

My Heart recoil'd, and 'twas half Death to ſpeak em. | 

Mon. Now, my Caſtalis, the moſt dear of Men, 

Wilt thou receive Pollution to thy toſom, 

And cloſe the Eyes of one that has betray'd thee ? 

Caft. Oh, I'm th' unhappy Wretch, whote curſed Fate, 
Has weigh'd thee down into Deſtruction with him; 
Why then thus kind to me ? 3 
Mon. When I'm laid low i'th' Grave and quite for- 


gotten, 


May'ſt thou be happy in a fairer Bride; 


But 
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But none can ever love thee like Monimia. 
When I am dead, as preſently I ſhall be, 


(For the grim Tyrant graſps my Heart already) 

Speak well of me; and if thou find ill Tongues 
oo buſy with my Fame, don't hear me wrong'd ; 

"Twill be a noble Juſtice to the Memory 

Of a poor Wretch once honour'd with thy Love. 

How my Head ſwims ; *tis very dark. —— 

MAP? 
Caft. If I ſurvive thee! what a Thought was a ! 
Thank Heav'n, I go prepar'd againft that Curſe. - 
Enter Chamont, diſarm'd and ſcix d by Acaſto and 
| | Servants. | 
Cham. Gape Hell, and ſwallow me to quick Dam- 
nation, 

Tf I forgive your Houſe, if I not live 

An everlaſting Plague to thee, A4cafto, | 

And all thy Race. ' have overpower'd me now; 

But hear me, Heav'n!—Ah ! here's the Scene of Death, 

My Sifter, my Moni mia breathleſs! — Now, 

Ye Pow'rs above, if ye have Juſtice, ſtrike, 

Strike Bolts thro” me, and thro” the curſt Cafta/io. 
£caft. My Polydore. 
Pell Who calls? 
£caft. How cam'ſt thou wounded ? 5 
Caſt. Stand off, thou hot-brain'd, boiſt'rous noiſy 

Rufhan, | 

And leave me to my Sorrows. 
Cham. By the Love 

I bore her living, I will ne'er forſake her; 

But here — till my Heart burſt with ſobbing. 
Caft. Vaniſh I eharge thee, or [ Draws a Dagger. 
Cham. Thou can'ſt not kill me; | "0 

That would be Kindneſs, and againſt thy Nature. 

Acaf. What means Caſialio ! Sure thou wilt not pull 

More Sorrows on thy aged Father's Head. 

Tell me, | beg you, tell me the ſad Cauſe 

Of all this Ruin. = 
Pol. That muſt be my Taſk : 

But tis too long for one in Pains to tell; 

You'll in my Cloſet find the Story written 

Of all our Woes. Caftalio's innocent, 

And ſo's Monimia ! only I'm to blame; 


Enquire 


ull 


That teach it, laugh at ye when ye believe em. 


Thus I find Reſt, and ſhall complain no 
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Enquire no farther. | 
Caf. Thou, unkind Chamont, 
Unjuſtly haft purſu'd me with thy Hate, 
And —_ the Life of him that never wrong'd thee : 
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Now, if thou wilt embrace a noble Vengeance, 
Come join with me and curſe, 
Cham. What ? 
Caft. Firſt thyſelf, 
As I do, and the Hour that gave thee Birth: 
Confuſion and Diſorder ſeize the World, s 
To ſpoil all Truſt and Converſe amongſt Men; 


Twixt Families engender endleſs Feuds, 


In Countries needleſs Fears, in Cities Factions, 

In States Rebellion, and in Churches Schiſm : 

Till all Things move againſt the Courſe of Nature: 
"Till Form's diſſolv'd, the Chain of Cauſes broke 


n, 
And the Originals of Being loſt. N 


Acaſt. Have Patience. 
Caſt. Patience ! preach it to the Winds, 
To roaring Seas or raging Fires ! the Knaves 


* of all the common Needs of Life, 
Scald me with Leproſy, let friends forſake me, 
I'll bear it all; but curſt to the Degree 


That [ am now, tis this muſt give me Patience: 

more. 
[Seats himfelf, 

Pol. Caflalio! Oh! 1 "oe 


Caſt, I come. 


Cbamont, to thee my Birth-right I bequeath: 
Comfort my mourning Father, heal his Griefs; 


 [Acaſto faints into the Arms of a Servant, 
For I perceive they fall with Weight upon him. 
And for Mon:imua's Sake, whom thou wilt find 
I] never wrong d, be kind to poor Serina. 
Now all 1 beg, is, lay me in one Grave 
Thus with my Love. Farewel. I now am— nothing. 


[ Dies, 
Cham. Take Care of good Acaſto, whilſt I go 


I0 ſearch the Means by which the Fates have plagu'd us. 


Tis thus that Heav'n its Empire does maintain; 
It may afflict, but Man muſt not complain 


— Omnes, 
EPL. 


To whoſe Protection might ] ſafely go? 


Or. hall I as I gueſi the Poet may | 
Within theſe three Doys ) fairly run away ? 


Which may produce a Story worth the telling 


©. . 
8 * 
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EPILOGUE. 


rob ſeen one Orphan ruin'd here ; and I 
May be the _ If old Acaſto die: e 

Should it prove ſo, I'd fain amongſt you find 

Who lis would to the — kind, 


I there among you no Good-nature? No. 

What ſhall I do ? Should I the Godly ſeek, 

And go a conventicling twice a Week ? | | 
Duit the lewd Stage, and its prophane Pollution, ) 
AFedt each Form and Saint-like Inſtitution ; 1 
So drTw the Brethren all to Contribution? 


Ne; to ſome City-Lodgings Fl retire ; 

Seem wery Grave, and Privacy defire ; 

Till I am thought ſame Heireſs rich in Lands, 
Filed to eſcape a cruel Guardian's Hands: 


Of the next Sparks that go a Fortune ftealing. 
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